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Author of a TRAGEDY call d, The Unhappy | 75 
_ Favourite ; Or, Farl of ESSEX x 


— 


Ceſcit ſub Pontlere Virtus. = 


at 


CC. 


the Welſt-End of St. Paul's Cburcb. Tard. 1715, 

— 1 Newly bubliſhed, the 23d. Edition of that moſt Excellent French e : 
writ by Claudius Mauger zu with Additions enrich d with new Words, and a Ne, 
Method, and all the Improvements of that famous Language, as it is now flouriſhing = 


at the Court of France, where is to be ſeen an extraordinary and Methodical Order for 
the acquiſition of that Tongue, viz. a moſt Modiſh Pronunciation, the Conjugation of 
Irregular Verbs, Short and Subſtantial Rules; to which are ſubjoyned, a Vocabulary, 


a moſt exact new Grammar of the Engliſh Tongue, with all Advantages that may make it de- 
firable to Foreigners, Price 25. ; 2 : = PW , WE 
Ovid Traweſtie, or a Burleſque on Ovid's Epiſtles, by Capt. Alexander Radcliff, Prige © : 
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Newly Publiſh'ds the laſt New Tragedy, call'd, The Albion Meens: or, The Death ok 7 5 


Mary Queen of Scotland; as it is Acted at the The ati e Royal in Dru). Lane. Price 15. 6d. f 
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HIS AM 


7 Aving met with Succeſs in a Poem of this Nature, I was in- 
courage d to proceed, and lay the Scene agum in a Country, 
' that perhaps, hath not been, nor 1s now inferior for Heroick Per. 
' ſonages to any part of the Wofld ;, and if it is not ſo eſteemd it 
bas been through the Dulneſs of our Hiſtorians, or the Ingratitude 
or Deſigns of our Poets, who may think it an caſter Courſe to write 
F the [mprobable and Romantick Actions of Princes remote, both. 
| by diflance of time and place, than to be Confin d at Home, where- 
ere School-Boy has a right to be a Critich. and ev'ry Gentleman 
an Iutereſt to ſtand the Champion of his Family, againſt a raſh and 
inconſiderate Author. I ſay not this to derogate from thoſe excel- 
dent Perſous, who, 7 ought Io believe, have written more to pleaſe 
| their Audiences, than themſelyes ; but to perſwade them, as Homer 
and our Shakeſpear did, to [mmor/alize the Places where they were 
Faoru; and then, perhaps, I will ſit down, and leave it to much 4. 
Menu was reſolud to do my Country this Fuſtice, where cou'd 


7 pitch upon an He roe more conſiderable, than out of Tour Crace's 


Family? What Chronicle cou'd I conſult, that would have inform'd 
me of a Greater? The very Crown it ſelf, wbligd by ſo many gal- 
lant Supporters, woud have told me a Piercy —— Piercy whoſe 
 {huſtrious Name and Blood, having for a long Series of Years ran 
through the Perſons of ſo many Earls of Northumberland: Aud if 
that meſtimable Chain was almoſt broken, in the unfortunate Death 
of your Father, it were never enough to be deplor'd, bad not the 
fich Treaſure and ChryFtal Stream of all your Predeceſſor's Blood and 
Hertues been lord in Jou, which (now you have ſubmitted to take 


a Noble Partner, as Angels have delighted to converſe with Men) 


may prove the ſecond and more laſting Fountain, from whence ſhall 


ſpring as many Princes more, and you reſtore what the great ſocelin 


had like to have loft. There is ſo much of Divinity and Wiſdom in 
your Choice, that nque but the Almighty ever aid the lite; and that 
was, when to the Solitary Firſt of Men be gave a Wife, aud with 
Fler, the World and Eden for a Dower: England adores you for 1t ; 


A 2 the 


a. the Ulprious Prifeeſs (4.70 
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C: R 0 L 0 G 0 E Wat to e Bullen, * 
Written by a Perſon of ali. | 


0 all Im mpartial Ju Jeg es in the Pit, 
And ev ry beauteous Patroneſs of Wit; 


Tm ſent to plead the Poet's Cauſe, and 1 
There s not one Slander in his modeſt, Play: 


He brings before your Eyes a modern Story, 

Tet medales not with either Whig or Tory. 

 Was't not enough, vain Men of either 1 

Two Roſes once the Nation did divide? 

But muſt it be in Danger now agen, 

| Betwixt our Scarlet and Green-Ribbon Me ? 

Who made this diff "rence, were not England's Friends. 
Be not their Tools to ſerve their Plotting Ends. 
Daun the State. Fop, who here his Zeal diſcovers, 
And o er the Stage, like our ill Genius, hovers: 
Give us a Pit of Drunkards, and of Lovers; 

| Good Sanguine Men, who mind no State Aﬀ air, 
But bid a baſe World of it ſelf take Care. 

We hope there Lives not fo abhor'd a Thing, 

But loves his Country, and mou d ſerve his King. 
But ix your Parties, why ſhould we engage, 

Or meddle with the Plots of a mad Age? 

Me loſe enough by thoſe upon the Stage. 


| Welcome Mask-T eager, Peeviſh Gameſler, 22 ; 
A Fools, but Politicians we can ſuffer ; 


A God's Name, let each keep to his Vocation ; 

Our 1 rade is to mend you, and not the Nation : 

Beſides, our Author, has this further + / 
Jis not enough if but One Side's his Friend, 

He needs you All, his weakneſs to defend: 

And to oblige you to't hopes he has ſboow 

No Country has Men Braver than your Own. 
His Hero's all to England are coufin d; 

To your own Fathers ( ſure ) you will be kind. 

He brings no Foreigners to move your Pity, 


But 4 aa; to Jury 1 the cg. 
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Perſons 
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Tue DE DICGART ION. 
the Proteftant Religion 15 85 "you, the Saints above ſing loud your 
Praiſe, and the chief of all, young Edward, 11 great EFRtabliſher, 
look'd down with Joy to fee his happy Succeſſor lie in your Arms. 


a | This great Day of Jubilee, Bom doubly. Fortunate has it made ME! © 


Since this exalted Piece, which I deſigud for an humble Offering, 
may prove an Epithalamium; Long may you Love,; and Live a thou. 
ſand Tears, eer envions Death ſhall part you, for every Day o 


ſuch Thluflrious Lovers is more worth than whole Years of ſordid Life 


beſide. But why do ſuppoſe that you ſhould ever die]! Tou have 
aà thouſand Charms, and Muth impregnable againft Deaths Batteries 
i his many Ages yet; and who ever was ſo happy as to ſee your incom- 
parable Mother, and bow many Fears of Beauty ſhe has to come, will 
Think that yours will never fade, but always bloom : You look as if 
you had nothing Mortal in you: Tour Guardian Angel ſcarce is more 
a Deity than you, and the bright Planet that ſhin'd with ſuch amax- 
ing Influence at your Birth, makes not a more glorious fignre in the 
JJ 
 #hen 1 made choice of ſo excellent a Subject, J was not to feet 
for a Dedication: I was commanded to it, even by the good Fate of 
the Play : For before what Patroneſs jhau'd' 7 kneel, but Her, the 
Character of whoſe great Anceſtor was the chiefeſt Stroak and Linea - 
ment that made it acceptable to the World? And it is as much your 
Crace's due, as Firſt Fruits are to Monarchs: For Anna Bullen, 
though T7 drew her in the niceſt Ideas that ever my Pen or Fancy 
could be capable of, yet I confeſs. ſhe comes ſbort of the Excellency 
jour real Perfetions ; and though her Merits rais'd ber to a-Crown, 
and ſhe was Queen, her Fortunes were leſs Miraculous than yours. 
Fir Fleav'n without a Diadem, never fhowr'd daun ſo many admi. 
rable Bleſſings of Vertue, Beauty, Birth, Wit, and Fortune, upon 
any One of jour Sex before, I dare no further attempt their De- 
ſeription with my /gnorance; lei 7-ſpeak too. Meanly or Irreverautly 
of em; therefore I il leave the mighty Subject to ſome more Glorious 
Pen : For none but a Cowley, or the bet of Laureats, ought. to 


axrite of you: My mean ſtile has no other Ornament than Truth, and. 


with that, and in all Humility, { return you Thanks for your moſt Gra- 

cious Acceptance of ſo poor a Trifle, which has ſcarce given a more 
happy Life to the Phy, than it has to the Author, whats, Madam, 

= ; | Your Grace's moſt Humble, f 
| moſt Obedient, and - 


4 moſt Devoted Servant, 


J. Banks. 
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ACT 1 SCENE 1 


Enter Northumberland and Rochford. 


North. HIS is the Day ſhall Crown your Parents wider, 


An 
The reaſon why it was ſo long reiz fecret, © 
Was our great Cardinal's Delays, and Tricks a 
Of Rome, which Harry has wit b rowns Diſcover' d: 
But ſince, in ſpite of Moolſey and the Conclave, 
By Reverend Craumer has the Cauſe been try'd; 
And Katberine is this Day proclaim*d divorc'd. F 
Roch, Heav'n be my Witneſs, brave ara] ; 
It joys not me, but that it is his Pleaſure, 
Whoſe Happineſs we all are bound to pray for; 
And may my Siſter's Crown fit lighter on 
Her Brow, than does the Honour upon mine: 
Something of boding whiſpers. to my Soul, 
And tells me, Oh! this Marriage will be 2 
Meth inks I ſee a Sword ty d to a Thread, 
Small as a Hair, hang o'er our Pageant Greatneſs : 
Believe me, Friend; Thrones are ſevereſt Touch-ſtones ; ö 
And, like the Emblem of their Guard, the Lion, 
All but of Royal Blood they will deſtroy. 
North. My Lord, this is ſevere to all that love you; 
And you refle& ankindly on your Fortunes. 
Roch. Fortune! why did ſhe lay her Load on her? 
A Load, I ſay, to quiet Minds———fhe ſhould © 


- 


And long expected hopes: The King intends 
Fd Rom {treight his Marriage with your Siſter, 
make her known by th' Title ol a Jn: - 


Have caſt it upon one that was W 
My Lord, it had been kindly done of Fortune, 
T' have (een my Siſter Wedded to her Vows, — 5 
Your Pzercy's Wife; and not at one time made her e 
2 Both Cruel to the Queen, and Falſe to him. . 
| ort. Vou-know, my Lord, we all are Witneſſes 2 5 5 0 e 
Wich what remorſe ſhe took the Regal Burthen, TCC 
That ſate upon her like a heavy Armour Re Sends 
On a Child's back ; ſhe ſtagger'd with the Weight. = . 
Roch. Oh! may It not be fatal to us, Heay' . . 
For at the very time He gave her Hane 8 
To th' eager King to faſten't with a pledge, F 
The Ring fell off, and could no more be found. 1 
erf Meer Chance, my Lord. Ff. 
Koch. And then immediately, 5 5 e 
When the glad Ceremonies were perform dd. 
The amorous King bending to Kils her Hand, 9 
A ſhower of Pearls broke paſſage from her "AN 
And all-bedew'd his Head with ominous Tears. - 
North. The common uſe of every baſhiul Bride. 
Roch. What will ſhe do when ſhe ſhall underſtand NDS 
Our foul Deſigns, and Piercy*s Innocence N e 
His Letters to her that you intercepted, 8 
And counterfeited others to deceive her, gy 
Jo make her once believe that he was Marry d? 
But what a mortal Grief will ſeize your Son, 
When he ſhall find his Miſtreſs was betray'd; 
And forc'd to Marry one ſhe cannot love? 
North. To prevent that: Soon as he's come to Court, | 
Juſt but to ſee ſhe's marry'd, and no more, 
{Not giving him the time for ſecond Thoughts) 
I'll make a match between him and the Heireſs 


Of Shrewsbary. 


Roch. A very gallant Lady: 
| As Vertuous, Beautiful, and Richer far 


Than all your Generation of that Sex. 
North. You wrong your ſelf to flatter me. Her Father TY 
Brings her this Day on purpoſe from the Country: ; 
But the Queen thinks already they are mariyd. 

| Roch. And are you ſure to gain your Son's conſent, 
To what he has been ſtill ſo obifinate? 

North. Rage and Deſpair, when he ſhall find her falſe, 
Will make him raſhly change to any State, | 7 
And, thinking to be miſerable, will plunge 
Into the Dreadful Sea of Matrimony, _ 

And make himſelf, though much againſt his Will, 
The . Man that ever was on Earth. 
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ANNA BULLEN. | 


E ater Cardinal Woalſ y naler 


| Behold Ihe proud imperious Cardinal, 
With ſuch a furious Tempeſt on his Brow, 2 
As if the World's four Winds were pent within 
His bluſtering Carkaſs. He has heard the News, 
And comes to argue with his Friend, the Devil, 
The Reaſon of his No- Intelligence. 
Roch. The Popedom now, and all the Wealth i in n Rome, 
Can ſcarcely recompence him for the fright 
This News has put him in — See how he ſtasgers, 
Giddy with th' height his Pride has rais'd him to. 
Tis then moſt fatal to unhappy England 
Wen ſuch Church Blazing Stars appear in it. (Ex. North. wks Roch. 


Card. Marry'd 1n private, and declar'd his 2 
Katherine divorcd, and Anna Bullen marry'd! 


Now, by our Holy Father's Triple Crown 
It muſt not, cannot, nay, it ſhall not be. 


Where was your aid, that time, you ſlothful Saints, 
Tou whom falſe Zeal created in more numbers 


Than ere the Heathen made and worſhip'd Gods ? 


A Lutheran N upon the Throne of England | 
She to lye in the Boſom of our Prince! 


A Buxom King, that for a wanton Smile 
= wal pawn his Faith, and turn an Heretick! 


Euter the Lady Elizaberh Blunt. 


7 . Awake than wretched dreaming Prieſt, lock up? | 
Can you beheld your proud Saint Peter ſhake? 
The mighty Pillar of that ſpreading Church, 
That holds the great Religion of the World, 
To ſtagger, and beſtow no help, no aid 
From mighty Mooſſeys Shoulders to ſupport it? 
Is this the great King-Cardinal, who late 
From ſmalleſt Root began 10 ſhade the Land, 
And ſtood the talleit Cedar of the Church? 1 
Shame to thy Prieſt. hood, and thy Scarlet Robe, 
Ev'n thou to whom the liberal See of Rome 
Has given all, next giving of her ſelf: 

Unworthy Servant of ſo kind a Miſtreſs. 
Card. What does the Faireſt mean! 

Blunt. Ha! muſt I teach thee? _ 
Art thou the Thing that from the Chaff of Mankind, 
From the baſe ſcurrilous Rubbiſh of the World, 
Firſt found thy ſelf a way to thrive by Wit? 


Thea edging it with ſharpeſt Villanie 5 
sing peſt Vinznies, Mow 
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EE FERTUE Barry d Ov, 


Mow'd thee.a paſlige to thy Prince's Breaſt, 
And cut down all the Virtuous frum his ſigh 


Who choſe thee for the Champion of his Vices 


Whilſt thou with labour let Jooſe all their ew,” 


And pour'd them like a Torrent in his Boſom ? . 
This you did once confeſs to me and more. 
When you declar'd how hot you were in Love 187 
Bullen is Queen; the Crown: you-promis'd 'me” 
Now wreaths her Head Are theſe the hopes you . me 


When once you ſaid my Son ſhould be a King? 


The News not ſtirs your Wonder! Hell and F uries! 


Card. What wou'd you I ſhould do to ferve you? 


Blunt. Forgive me, tender Foolſey, pious Cardinal! | 
5 Shall I then teach your ſcarlet Priefthoo 
I would have done as Alexander did, 
The Sixth, and moſt merciful, fo ie 
Are there no Conſecrated Weapons left! "Ip 
Or have you loſt the Power to make em ſo; 
Give me Saint Dagger, or Saint Parſou Rraight, | 
And I will do that Meritorious A; 
| Diſpatch her ſtreight to Hell, from whente' ſhe "ITY 
' Thoſe Looks that robb'd me of the Nin and Ctown. 


Card. Have Patience, Madam. 
Blunt. Preach it to the Damn'd. 


To thoſe that feel the Rack of Tnquiſition — — 
_ . Curſe on your Gown Apologies : but more 


Be curſt the time of Bullen's fatal Birth, 


Wrinkles like Age anticipate her Youth; % 


Mildews and Blaſts devour her wanton Beanties, 


Small- Pox and Leproſies rough caſt her o'er; 
Dig np her Charms and Features by the Roots, 


And bury em in Pits as deep as Graves. 
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Card Study ſome Act that may revenge this Fu ary,” 1 


This hurts no more than Barks of Coward Curs; th 


Ihe lives, and is as beautiful as ever: 
He rul'd by me, who like a dreadful Peer, 


Am ſure to kill, where-c'er [ take my A 


| Before they hear the Noife, or ſee the Flame. ee 
Blunt. Oh tell me how to quench this Fire within! 


That burns me up with thoughtful Injury. 
Card. An eaſie way I'll chalk to your abroad 
A Road not ſteep, nor dangerous, but ſmooth ; 


So unſuſpected, and fo fatal too, 


That the Queen's Fancy and deluded Genin; e 
Shall tempt her in the ſame diſſembled Path, 
Taking her by the other hand with us, J 


And lead her 1 in the Pit ares, for her. 


Blunt. 


9 


ANNA BU LIL EN. F 
- Blunt. Go on my HYoofſey, Charming as the young, 5 42 | | 
And more melodious than a Quire of 15 els. ons 1 
Cara. This then it is: The King you know's inconſtant, 3 : I 

And jealous, and as teaſty as old Age, ; 

So covetous of the pleaſure he poſſeſſes, 

That he who does but look upon't muſt % f 
With her, whoſe innocent Charms did force hint WY O17 5 3 
Blunt. But how ſhall we be backt with a 3 — - eee 140 
Cora. Dis eaſie to 7 fire to that fond Breaſt „e 

That is already charg d with jealous Sulphur : © 

The Queen loves Piercy, that may be a means; Lf „„ 

And Spies may be laid every where to watch nk 

Their Private Meetings, and their very 270 h e TIGHT 377 

And then ac vant the Hot-brain'd King with it: 0 

So ſtraight their joy ful Deſtinies: are  feald. e 

Blunt. Moſt admirable! 
Card. If we fail in thin 

Some cry'd up Beauty, never yet ſeen at Court, 

Muſt be found out, to put her in his way, 

And take the Amorous King: Twill certain . 

For then no greedy Falcon, when he ſees the Lure, 

Will flye down ſwifter to be catch d and hooded, 

Then he into the Fetters of her Charm. 8 
Blunt. O come to my Embrace, thou Godlike Prieſt! . 
Balm to my wounded and my tartur'd Boſon. 
Card. Go ſtreight, and haſte about the Intelligence. 5 

Blunt. I will. Good Fortune has been ſo propitious, 

To make young Rochford, Anna Bullen's Brother, 

Enamour'd of my Beauty; him III mould, 

Sound ev'ry thought of EX unguarded Soul, 

Linking him cloſe in amorous Intrigues, 

Till I have diſcover'd from him our Defign 
Of Piercys Love, and of his Siſter's Conducdbt. 
=. Card. An Accident, the luckieſt that could happen! 

Behold the Queen in her firſt State and Greatneſs, — 

But yet ſhe bears it with no welcome meen: 
Piercy hangs heavy on her Heart, and in her Eye; 1 
It works, it manages as we would have it: 

And in her heedleſs Innocence ſhe ſails, 

Shunning no Rocks, no Quick. ſands, nor no Danger, 

But runs into her Ruine faſter than 8 

We wiſh DO 
Blunt. Her Crown is hideous to my fi ght, . V | 
Its Jewels fatal as the Eyes of Bafilisks: PP 
O Cardinal! This Rival.Queen and 1 5 7 
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Should never meet but in the Scales of Death, 8 * — 
TRY IRS. all Mortals even and alike. St ot . i 


B 2 


©: VERTU * Barra 2. On. 


* Anne appears ed af 110 7, 8 Fe Rock- 
1 ord, Lords, Ladies, Attendants and Cuaras about on: 71. | 


A \ 


Omen Long live King Henry, and Queen Are of England, 


| North. Immortal live Great Queen of arch ee 
And Ireland, and for ever rule the Heart ga 


Of Conquering Henry, as he Reigns o re us. 
And all his faithful Subjes——— 
'E ſpeak it as the Wiſhes, and the Voice. 5 
your molt Loyal Kingdoms; to confirm it, 
2 ſtraight your loudeſt Inſtruments of Joy, eo 
And ſhout as 1 do, all that Love their Queen. 
Queen riſes from ben Throne: L Shouts. a Tru Tumpets within, | | 
A Queen. Theſe Sounds might lift another to the Hear ns! 1 
But what is Muſick to the Ear that's deaf; 2 
Or Crowns and Scepters to a dying Wretch 5 
Deſpair turns all alike that comes to me, 5 
Blind to the Pomp that glads all Eyes but mine, gz 
Deaf to its Charms, anc dead to all it Glories. e 
0 Tr 1 1 and Slots vin 5 
Ceaſe you more empty Flatterers than Winds; Kft 
Be filent as the Sorrows in my Breaſt: _ | 
If you will give me eaſe, forbear ſach F latteries: 
 Forl receive 'em with as little joy, | 
As ev'n thoſe filly, Wretches utter them, _ 
Having no other Reaſon but vile Cuſtom. 5 
My Noble Lordo“! 
I know you all are Loyal to ö the King, 3 
And for his ſake you are thus kind to me; 
But for the Rabble, who. can read that Sphinx 2. anon a 
Their very Breath that now Proclaims, with j joy, 5 
Sad Katherine to be no longer Queen, ep 
And my unwelcome Coronation,  _ | 
Would the ſame moment, ſhould my Stars permit, 
Shout louder at the Sentence of my. Death, 
Card. Moſt glorious and beloved of England's dien 
O lay not on our Nation 1 a Kare, «has 1 
As a ſuſpicion of its Faith PV 
1 dare be bold, and ſay it as a Prieſt, 
As Confeſſor to all my Country's Guilt, . | 
There's none, how mean ſoever with my ſelf. 
But loves you more than Life, or ga Richey, 
Wiſhing to feel ſevereſt Penance here, 
And Hell hereafter, rather than behold 
Jou leſs a Queen, or leſs ador d than now. 5 55 
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Who cannot but be ork, *cauſe he ſays it. 5 g3t b 

Card. Oh that your Majeſty would thank Þ ever, 

And that my prove endeavours, with ſucceſs, 
Firſt whiſper'd in the Boſom of the King 

The ſecret Wonders of your Mind and Perſon, 

And made him ſoon diſcover all your Beauties, 

Thoſe rare Perfections, that above your Sex 

Have merited his Paſſion and his Crown. 


Queen. O Reverend, pious, beſt of Cardinals! 
Who too well knows 


By whoſe high hand I clim'd this malic'd Greatneſs, 
And wear this envy'd Crown. 
Card. May Heav'n and Stars 
4 Pour their juſt hatred on | 
Qucen. Ceale Execrations, 5 
N For ſhould Py come to paſs, as Heav'n forbid, 
What wou'd the miſerable Nation do? 
Beſides 'twere pity to the King and me, 
That we ſhould loſe ſo exquifite a Head. 
And fuch a Prelate ſhou'd be damn'd fo ſoon. 1 8 : 
Card. Ten Thouſand Saints, more than my Royal Maſter, ; 
Are Witneſſes to th' truth of what I ſay. 
< Qneen. As many Saints, and Myriads of bright Angels, 
Can witneſs of the blackneſs of thy Soul, 
That canker'd firſt the Conſcience of thy Maſter, 
Miſleading him with hopes to purge a Sin, 
To act the worſt, evn a Religious Guilt - | 
Card, The wiſe and. juſt in Omnipotence——- | 
> Oucen. No more: | 
Hell's not fo full of Torments,. as thy Soul 
Has Blaſphemies to be rewarded in ii.: 
Give me ſome eaſe, Juſt Heav'n! If there be ny . 
My Lords! if there's no more for you to act 
To perfect or unmake this Ceremony, _ 
(Oh that it cou'd be done!) retire a while, ee 
And leave me with my Women for ſome Monegti— 
What am I then a Priſoner to be Hut 
Has then a Throne coſt me ſo dear a Price, 
As forfeit of my Liberty of Thinking? 
Do Princes barter for their Crowns dell pigedens? 
Good Heav'n ! not think nor Pray if T have need 
If i am a Queen, why am I not obey'd? 
Card. We'll all perform your Majeſties Command. 
IEx. all bus ber FA omen, 
Queen. * I got Jools: looſe from this worrying Scene 
Of dilmal State, that always loads a Monarch, 


And. ene him with diſſembling Tortures. 


O wretched 


9 VER TUE Berayd: or, ee 
O wretched ſtate of Princes! that want nothing nenen 

But a Retreat from Buſineſs and from Crouds: r 
Vet wanting that, want every thing . n . 

A Soul at eaſe- O ſacred Solitude ! _ 

How airy and delightful are thy Walks ? * 

No ſtinging Serpent, nor worſe Inſect, Man, e 
Diſturb thy fragrant and enamell'd paths; VF 
No Winter Blaſts, nor Autumn Winds bc e eh EE 
Thy ſacred Grotto's, all around is dummer; 

Nothing broods there but an Eternal Spring, 
Mild as all May, and Beautiful as Eden : 
Thou charitable Good! that from th' afflicted 

Unloads the heavy Burthens that oppreſs ten, 

And plants repoſe i in every Breaſt in ſtead! me 


Enter a Lach. 


2 The Lady Diane Talbot begs admittance, =" 
To pay her Duty to your Majeſty. 8 
Sucen. What ſay'ſt! Thou'ſt rons'd a Dragon! in n wy Brealf, 
Which I had thought for ever to have huſht: 
That Name ſets every Pulſe again at Work 
Within me——Ta/bo? ! how art thou miſtaken ? 
She's Piercy's now; and Piercy is all hers. _ 
Lady. Shall ſhe de brought to your Preſence ? 
Queen, Ay——No—Ye——_ V("\\ 
Do any thing, ſo Twall befure to kill we: 
| _ OPrercy! Piercy ! wouldſt thou ne'er had been OD 
Unfaithſul, or at eaſt in bein _—— Ek 
HFadſt never taught me how'to be ng 
But Oh, the diſmal Pain is all my own, 
And like an Arrow from an o'erbent Bow, 
The haſty Dart turn d back and hurt my u 
Wounding that Breaſt where I leaſt meant my aim. 
How ſoft and tender were our mutual Vows, 
Which ſince another's Charms, like Li htning blaſted; 
Whilſt Parent's Threats and King's Authority, 
Rent me like Thunder, from my fix d Reſolves: _ 
Th'art marry'd now, and all thoſe Amorous fi ghs, ; 
And paſſionate Tears, with thouſand ra 
Which we both learnt and taught to one another, 8 
Like innocent Children in the School of Love, 
Are now the Arts with which, falſe Man! th haſt eule 
Anothers fond W Heart, W wh: Ego 


'F. 


| 


: Enter Lady Dias Tuber, 
She comes, Triumphant in veg Eyes the j joy 


That once like Tides o'er-flow'd my fruitful Breaſt, 


How proud ſhe bears her ſelf to ſee my 2 1 * 
Whilſt Tlook up to her, and fi igh i in van! . 
But J will hide it, and forgive, me Heavn; 


© Riſe dear Diaua, you have been a Stranger; 
Could nothing but a Queen drag you to Court! * 
IJ owe this Kindneſs to my Royalty, ie 8 
5 And not your Friendſhip 
Dian. Pardon, mighty Princeſs! 
1 had been bleſt for ever in your Preſence, 
Charming in all Eſtates as well as now, 
: _ [ been Miſtreſs of my Inclinatichs. 
But 
Dueen. Tis no matter, I'll allow you Reaſon, 
::A Cauſe ſo indiſpenſible and Juſt, 
That 'twere a Fault in me to blame ſuch Vertue, 


Dian. Indeed a Parent's Will ought till to be 


Obey'd, next Duty to your Majeſty. 


Seen. And ſomething yet more binding Do not bluſh—— TS 


Come Ii] unriddle all, and ſpare your Tongue 


The trouble, and your baſhful Checks the Fire. 
Dian. What Fire, what Bluſhes do yon tax me with: 2 


1 feel not any but what Wonder raiſes, 
And bluſh becauſe I cannot comprehend. 


Queen. You are unkind, why make it you aSecret? 


And but to me, when all the World reports it: 


Dian. There is no Secret; nothing I wopld hide 


From fo adorn'd a Friendſhip: as my Queen's. 


[Diana Nel. 
For 'tis the firſt time that I eer difſembled—— e OAH, 


1 


—— 


Queen. Why d'you ſuſpect me then ? 146 =} How lot the i is 


I0 tell it me! as loth as I to hear it: 


Sure ſhe ſuſpects how fatal 'twill be to me; Les 
And the proud Man has triumph'd o'er my "weakneſs ! 


And told her all my Paſſion with a ſcorn —— AG 
'Tis fo, whilſt poor, regardleſs, innocent 1 

Was all the while their Cenſure and their Paſtime, 
The Fool, whoſe: Story afted made em ſport, 

And gave new edge to all their fated Joys; 
Nay, and perhaps drew Pity from their Pride ? | 


Pity! good Gods! muſt T endure their Pity? 


vou will not own it then? but 'tis no matter, 
When ſaw you Prercy ? 
Dian. W Madam 


To Diana. 


[She ſtarts. 
Zuscen. 


" 7 'FERTUE Berra. or, 


Queen. Ves, | 
Why did you "Bart! has he a Name ſo horrid 
But now you ſpoke as tho? there were not ſuch _ . 
A Man i'th' World, and wonder d at my meaning; 
But yet have all the A onies to hear him nam'd: 
Him you would hide, ut cannot hide your Bluſhes. 1 
Dian. Good Heav'n! by what ſtrange Miracle have LION: 146 ade. 
Revyeal'd my ſecret Paſſion to the Queen? 
1 never told my Grievance but to you, 
And that but filently 1n broken Sighs 
And ſtifled Tears—— 
| Qucen. Tis plain ſhe is diſturb d =» | 
What can this mean? Sure one of us is "mad! . 
Why all this care to hide a Truth fromme. 
That 1 Is the common talk of all the World? 
| There's ſomething in it more than yet I know, 
Which I mult ſearch into by other means, 
Madam, I thought when I had condeſcended © mn Diana, 
To open my Breaſt, and mingle Friendſhips with h yon, F. 
Lou would not deny ſo ſmall a Secret; 1 
And now when I am Queen and may command i Hens 
Therefore be gone. Leave me without Reply, 
Hence forth Ill know the Perſons better, ur 
Olf whom I mean tochuſe a F riend—Farewel— 
Piercy no doubt is not ſo fondly nice, 
But brags, and tells the World of his proud Conqueſt. . 8 
Dian. Forgive me firſt; then give me leave to tell you — 
How *twas diſclos'd to you, the Wonder ſtuns me, 
This Secret which I thought ſcarce Heav'n found out. 
Queen. Racks and worſe Tortures! Frenzies of the Mind! 
Hence; take her from Dy light.: She will diſtract me. 
Dian. O hear i: firſt: your Fury's not ſo end 5 
As is my Pain to tell: Yet I'll confeſs ; Eo Keel. 
A fatal Truth it is, Prercy I Love: 7 
Now pity me, and quench my rorturing Bluſhes : 8 
For Heaven reveal 'd it for no Ill. 


Queen. Lam amaz'd: Still worſe and worſe, ſhe abs me ; P 
And they're Abuſes all —Ingrateful Woman! 


Wouldſt have me think thy lawful Paſſion ſuch a wonder! 
Is it a Crime for thee to Love thy Husband? 
Dian. Ha! what is that you ſay ? my Husband ſaid you! 
Meant you to mock th' unfortunate Diana # 7 
Queen. No, I will ſay t again; thy perjur d Husband! 
Dian. Ah! Royal Madam Piercy i is more beſt; 5 
We are not Marry'd, he is RO my Hughand. , | 
Nuten. Ha! Fey = 22 
8 5 5 — mene Dian. 
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ANNA BULL EN. 


Dian That were to me too great a Happineſs ! 


Seen. ſhould this be true, what would become of me: = 


Diana riſe : Are you not Marry'd, ſaid you! 
Dian. So far from that, his Perſon I've not ſeen 


In Twelve long Months, this laſt long tedious Year. 


Queen, Art not his Wife! 
Dian. By all your Proctous Hopes 


5 Aug mine, I'm not. 


Queen. Is Piercy then not marry'd! x 


$uppr me Heaven! and with a wonder fave me 15 
all thy Virtue and thy Courage ſtreicht 


To help thee now, or thou art loſt for ever, 


Am I then cheated! and is Piercy faithful! 


Ah Piercy! injur'd Piercy! injur d Bullen! 
But hold, there's yet a greater Task behind, 


And that i is to Diſſemble well Diana: 


Diana. Madam 
Saucen. Thou wonder'ſt at my Curioſity, 


As tho I were concern'd at this falſe Story. 
III tell thee why: It has been long reported, 
That you and Piercy were in private Marr - 
Dian. Such a report came likewiſe to m hearing] * 
But how 'twas rais'd, by whom, or why, I know not. 


Queen. Too well the dreadful Cauſe of it I know, 


This, when J heard, I took unkindly from you: 
I was your Friend, you ought no more to ſteal 
A Marriage from a Friend, than from a Father: 


And when you aggravated, as I thought, 


By your unkind denial, it enrag d me; 


For which I hope, Diana, you ll forgive t me 5 
Methinks I do it rarely 


Dian. Beſt of Queens! 


Thus on my Knees, I ought to beg that Pardon : 
I own I did offend my Gracious Miſtreſs. 


es ** 5 
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If I can bear all this, I challenge anna - : 
To live under a Load'ſo vaſt as mine. 


* , ; þ ) i, * 
4 . a 1 re 
. 3 W . bad CIS \ 
1 Py. > * * 19 14 * N 5 
) 2 N * 
1 Wd \ 
- i op . 1 4 
. % 
AY * . 
| 1 1 | | 
5 
- 
f - 


a. 


Queen, Riſe to my Arms This Kiſs now Seals thee mine 


5 For ever. 


Dian. O . admirable Goodnefhr 


Queen, This tenderneſs betrays me, melts my Soul? 
A fatal Engine that dzaws all my Griefs 


Up to my Eyes and Lips, juſt ready to unload 
And pour em in at once into her Breaſt, 
Whom 1 of all the World, ſhould hide em from. 


ome Wild, ſome Beſart to complain i in, 
Some vaſt and uninhabitable ce: 


Or elle ſome Precipice that butts nn Ocean, 


The 
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| 7h wide, and never to pl hoard "6m 5 ; 


That J might tell the ecchoing Rocks my WA 
An 8 | 


And count my Sorrows to the Winds and Seas, 
Mäocre pitiſul, and wore relenting far, 
Than falſe and cryel Mankind is to me. 
Dian. You ſeem diſturb'd! Ah! Wat inhgman Grief 
5 Dares ſeize your Royal Breaſt? _ 
Queen. Come, dear Diana, 9 7550 
Go to my Cloſet with me; there, fette CNS 
Some relt may quel] this melancholl y Monſter; 
And there it may not be amiſs ſometimes 8 
To talk of Pier, will it? 


Dian. Sacred Queen, 

: Twill not; and oh! I 'wiſh that the e Diſcourſe . 

Would ſooth your Soul with as much Joy as mine. 
Qzecen. Theſe are the firſt Miſeries, the reſt 


Come rolling on apace, and, Kazherine, now 


Thou art Reveng' d — ſuſt Heav'n, whole is the San? 254. 4 5 8 
Puniſh not me, I ſought not to be Queen; e 
But Hemy's Guilt amidſt my. Pomp 1s * 
And makes my Crown ſit heavy on my Head, 
To baniſh from his Bed the chaſteſt Bride, 
That Twenty Years lay loving by his ſide 
How can I give it, without Tears, a Name, 
When I reffect my Caſe may be the ſame? 
And I, perhaps, as Slaves are by the Prieſt, 
Thus gay and fine for Sacrifice am dreſt. 
Ah ! Katherine, do not envy. me thy Throne, 
For 01 art far more happy 28 a None. Cru. 


"ACT II. SCENE I. oy 
En ter Northumberland and Rochford. 


Roch. r H E News| 18 ſtrang you tell me e of is King 

Nerth. Moſt wonderful, nor can I gueſs the meanings 

He came juſt now from Hunting as his uſe, 

 Thereat Sir Thomas Seymour's Houſe he was 
Malt { oddly and kindly entertain d 

At a Repalt. 

FTraocb. Took he there any ching 
; Amiſs ? 


North. No: Quite contrary, ſo good humour a, | 
I never ſaw him in my Life more pleaſant; 
But now, inſtead of going to the Queen, 


Wich words that ſhew'd more diſcontent, than rages 
He order d all about him to 9 


Hie kneel'd down by her as his Deity; 


ANNA BULLEN. 1823 


And, which i is ſtill more ſtrange, enquir'd for ?  » 
Woolſey, whom all Men thought quite out of fayour ; ; 
Then ſbut himſelf in his Bed-Chamber 
And there remains ; nor durſt the boldeſt venture 
To follow him, and ask him what he ails 
May not the Queen your J Wink you, be 
The innocent Occaſion. Fe 
Roch, That's impoſſible! _ 
| For but laſt Night he came to her A partment, 
With all the heat and love that cont] inſpire 
A Bridegroom, ſcarcely of an Hour's making: 
With haſte he ran, and where he ſhould have, ſate 


Printing ſoft Kiſſes on her lovely Hand. 
And ſigh'd as if he had been full a Wobing FP ag 
North. Right Harry ſtill: For by this Flood of Paſſion wy 
The nearer he's to Ebb and Change. 5 
Roch. See! the King. 
' North. You are Brother to his Wife, and may be bold, 5 
But I'll not venture. Tee North, + 


Euer King Harry. 


King. Who are you that durſt preſs on my Retirement? 5 
Ha! Pullen Get thee from my fight=——Be bene Roch, 7 
* Who waits there? Why am I thus troubled? . | 
Let none but Woolſey dare to be admitted. _ [Fo 0 the Attendants. 
Who can withſtand fo vaſt a ſhock of Beauties, IAH. ſits down. 
So many Wonders in ſo bright a Form? 

When Heav'n deſigns to make a perfect Face, 
A Beauty for a Monarch to enj Joy, 
Tis feign'd that the moſt skilfu Spirits are all 
Imploy'd, and juſt before their Eyes is placed 
Th exaCteſt, lovlieſt Angel for a oo 
If it be true; this only muſt be ſhe, 1 
| And mult be 1 mine—— Who's there? the Cardinal? 


Enter Woolley. | 


Card. The humbleſt vaſſal of th God. like Maſter. TS 
King, Come hither, Sir-——1 ſent for thee, my Woo 50 
And doſt not wonder; when but Yeſterday ES 

1 took from thee the Seal aud Chancellor 8 Place? 7 

But tis no matter: Do not care, I ſay; Ts 
I love you {till in ſpight of all your Foes=—— SOT, 
You have malicious Enemies at Court; e e 
Beſides the . my Lord, is no good Friend EO | 
: C2 >... 
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The wide, a never to pd age g Gen, PARA” 
That, I might tell the ecchoing Rocks my . e i 
And count my Sorrows to the Winds and Ses, 
More pitiſul, and more relenting ae, 
Than falſe and cruel Mankind is to me. 
Dian. You ſeem diſturb'd! Ah! What. inhuman Grief 
' Dares ſeize your Royal Breaſt? 
Rucen, Come, dear Diana; 
| C6Go to my Cloſet with me; there, ee, 85 
= Some reſt may quell this melancholl y Monſter; 
LS, - And there it may not be amiſs ſometimes 
To talk of Pzercy, will it? 
Dian. Sacred Queen, 
*Twill not; and oh! I wiſh that the Diſcaurſe 5 
Would ſooth your Soul with as much Joy as mine. 
Sueen. Theſe are the firſt Miſeries, the reſt 
Come rolling on apace, and, Katherine, now e 
Thou art Reveng'd——Tuſt Heav'n, whole is the San? EET DIES. 
Puniſh not me, I ſought not to be Queen; 
But Henry's Guilt amidſt my Pomp is e 
And makes my Crown ſit heavy on my Head, 
To baniſh from his Bed the chaſteſt Bride, 
That Twenty Years lay loving by his ſide 
How can I give it, without Tears, a Name, 
When I refle& my Caſe may be the ſame? 
And I, perhaps, as Slaves are by the Prieſt, 
Thus gay and fine for Sacrifice am dreſt. 
Ah! Katherine, do not envy. me thy Throne, ; 
For thou art far more happy Rat 125 none. ck. 


"ACT ; : SCENE 1 . 55 
En ter Northumberland and Rochford. 


kal. HE News! is ſtran 2 you tell me of the Kine. TT 
North. Moſt wonderful, nor can I gueſs the meaning, 
Ne came juſt now from Hunting as his ule, 
hr There at Sir Thomas Seymour's Houſe he was 
Malt ſplendidly and kindly entertain d 
At a epaſt. 
Mech. Took he there any thing 
| Amiſs? 
North, No: Quite contrary, ſo good 8 'd, 
I never ſaw him in my Life more pleaſant; 
| But now, inſtead of going to the Queen, 
* With words that ſhew'd more diſcontent than rate, 
He order d all about him to retire, 
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ANNA BULLEN. 13 
And, which is ſtill more ſtrange, enquir d for Woolſey, Y 


Walſe whom all Men thought quite out of fayour ; 5 
Then ſhut himſelf in his Bed- Chamber 

And there remains; nor durſt the boldeſt venture 

To follow him, and ask him what he ails— 
May not the Queen your Siſter, Wink you, de 


. The innocent Occaſion. 
PP Taoch. That's impoſſible! _ 
FP or but laſt Night he came to her Ar partment, 
Wich all the heat and love that coal inſpire 
A Bridegroom, ſcarcely of an Hour's making: 
With haſte he ran, and where he ſhould have ſate 
He kneel'd down by her as his Deity; 
Printing ſoft Kiſſes on her Iovely Hand. 
And ſigh'd as if he had been tl a Woing, 
 _ North. Right Harry ſtill: For by this Flood of Paſſion 
The nearer he's to Ebb and Change. e 
| Roch, See! the King. 
' North. You are Brother to his Wife, and may be bold, 
But PI not venture. LE. North. 


Enter King Harry. 


| 4 2 Who are you that durſt oreſs on my Retirement hoe 
N 2 Ballen Get thee from my ſight— ge n Roch, 
* Who waits there? Why am I thus troubled? 5 
Let none but Woolſey dare to be admitted. [To the Attendants. 
Who can withſtand ſo vaſt a Sock of Beauties, [He. its don. 
So many Wonders in ſo bright a Form? . 
When Heav'n deſigns to make a perfect Face, 
A Beauty for a Monarch to ene, 
ITis feign'd that the moſt skilfu Spirits are 2 
Imploy'd, and juſt before their Eyes is plae'd : 
Th exaCteſt, lovlieſt Angel for a Pattern; e 5 
If it be true; this only muſt be ſhe, F 
i And muſt be mine—— Who's there? the Cardinal? 


Enter Wool fey. 


God The humbleſt vaſſal of His God like Maſter. 5 
King. Come hither, Sir. ſent for thee, my Woolſey? 

And doſt not wonder; when but Yeſterday 
4 took from thee the Seal aud Chancellor's Place ? 

But 'tis no matter: Do not care, I ſay; _ 4 
J love you {till in ſpight of all your Foes ———— 5 
You have malicious Enemies at Court; 

Beſides the Queen, my Lord, 7 no good F riend 


Of 


2 
* 


/ 


A 


Crown you in Heav'n for this Royal Goodneſs. 


That Wit that Emperors and Popes has ray d- 
So, let thy Brain begin to travel now; 


Thou haſt a Mine within that ſabtle Breaſt, 


In vain for 


Take thou my Scepter, 


Ov 
3 
nee 
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Of yours. . ta tt, 
Cara. Wretched 10 1 thi bave incurred N 8 255 


4 * 4 


My King's Diſpleaſure, and my Queen's dire Hatred ! 
But m' Innocence, when I am dead, perhaps, . 
May to my Royal Malter, cho too late, 8 
. APP ear. 
King. Talk not of Death, good Cardinal, 
For I have Buſineſs with thee firſt By Heavy n 
He that dares mutter Moolſey is a Traitor, WE; 
Shall die for a worſe Traitor as he 18: 
Keep thy own ſtil}, the Biſhopricks of Dork. 
And Ynchefter, and Cardinal, that is 
Above my Grant; and when! wel thee leave, 
Eo to thy Dioceſs, and live to ſpighht em. | 
Card. Immortal Wreaths, a Diadems of Saints, N 


T am grown old, too weak to guard me from 

My Foes, but for your Majeſty's Protection. 

King. O Woolſey ! be to me but half ſo kind, 

As I ſhall be to thee. Seymonr, my Father! 5 | 

The lovely Seymour, whom thou told'{t me of, 

I did devour her Beauties from thy Lips, 

And fed my Ears with the delicious Feaſt ; 

But fince I've ſeen this Wonder of her Sex 1 Tb” 

The Charming ſt Creature e er adorn d the World; 

And find her all as far above thy Praiſe, 3 

Ks Heay'n can be beyond Man's frail deſcription. 5 
Card. Have you then ſeen her, Sir? 1 
King. O yes, my Woolſey! 

And having ſeen her, 7 I needy BR” be. | Fe 

But wretched without her, or 4 hag, 5 1 
Card. This goes as I expeted. „„ „ ei 
King. Help thy Prince:! e 4s 

Why art ſo ſlow, Has Waolſe ey loſt his ESTES 


Bring forth thou more than King ; thou more than Man: : 


The Stone which dull Philoſophy has toyl'd ES 
Make me Maſter. of thy Indies — 

Lend me thy Wit to purchaſe Seymour oe __ 

Card. You have the Means already in your Hands, 


Power is the greateſt Charmer of that Sex, — — 


King. Command my Power, my Kingdoms to thy aid, EO 

Join to thy Fox's Tail my Lion's Skin ! | „ F 

1 it to thy Croſs, . 

and to thy Mitre 40d my humble Crownz 2 Fa 
"Tis 


** 


T ask but onſy Seymour in Exchange. 


Card. You bid too much: Send for her ſtre 
Make her a Marchioneſs, or elſe a Dutcheſs; 
There's hardly now a Woman but will ſell 


ls” ANNA BULLEN.. 
Tis all my Wolſey' 8. Moolſey ſhall be King. | 


A fooliſh Honour that none ſees, for that 


Which makes a Noiſe net pong 1 in the World. 
cage Expectations 


King. How thou deceiy'{ 


This I have done without ſuc rare Advice; 


„But oh ſhe is inflexible to all! 


Deaf to the ſounds of Vanity and Pomp r 


Her Chaſtity cold as the Frozen Stream, 
And then as hard, and never to be thaw'd 
As Chryſtal Rocks, or Adamantine e 15 
That, oh I fear, had I but what I covet, _ 
The Crown from Bullen's Head, to offer her, 


*T would ſcarcely tempt her to thy Prince's "Bed. 
Card. ns I doubt tis Hardly in my power 


To help 


Tie” Har falſe and ungrateful Man! 


ls that then all the hope your Brain can give me? 


And more remorſleſs than a Saint or Hermite. 


ight to Court; 


2. — 


Card. It is impoſſible, if ſhe be Virtuous, 


That e'er ſhe ſhould be had by Force or * 


Therefore apply this Rem-dy a while, 
Have but a little Patience till tis Lawſul. 


King. Traitor and Poiſoner of thy Maſter 's Reſt, 


Muſt I deſpair? Is that thy precious / Counſel: I 
Did I deſecnd to ask Advice from Hells? 


Conſult thy Wieked Oracle for mis, 
To tell me what is Lawful? 
Card. Underſtand me. 


_ © King. Give me ſome We; or, by a Ambition, - 
thee to nothing: 


I' crumble thee to duſt, pu 


And make thee leſs, and more de jected far, 
Than the baſe Fellow that begot thee, ae 


Card, Hear me but- 


Ting. Why didſt thou infect my Breaſt, 
And with thy venomous Tongue deceive we, wy; 


Than the old Serpent that in Paradiſe © 
Betray'd the firſt of Mankind with a Bait ? 

So 8 lurking and hid amidſt the Charms 
Of Seymour' rare and unſuſpected Beauties, 


Sung'ſt me her Praiſes in ſuch temptin 
That I with raviſh'd Ears allow 


And never ſaw the Sting I ſuckt in after. 
Card, You will not ive me leave t explain 5 T0 


*F 
1 


the 


Words, 
ſound, © 
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Nor yet to gives you | Remedy. 
Ring, Te 
For Remedy I'll have from Heav'd, or Hell, „„ 
Or J will take thy Blood, thy Scorpion' 8 Blood, TT pes : 
And lay it to my Grief till I bave eaſe. „ 
Card. Your Fury will not let you underſtand me: 
When I advis'd to ſtay till it was Lawful, | PR os. 
, At the ſame time I meant to len ind, VC 
T was not a thing ſo hard to bring to 2 
King, Ha! ſaid again like Yoolſey ! - me es pk 
My Soul waits at the Portal of thy Breaſt, Pan yo 
\ To raviſh from thy Lips the welcome News, EY RE ORs 
Eeer they have minted into Words thy Though — e 
Quick, what can lawfully wake Symour mine? LEES ip: 
Card. Make her your Queen, | 
King. Make her my Queen! 
Cara. Yes, Sir. . 
King. Sure I but dream, what Joſt thou' mean ? or r how? E 
Card. Inveſt her Head with Anna Bullen's Crown. 


King, Sure thou art mad, and would make me {9 5 
What, whilſt ſhe lives? 


Card. Ay, whilſt ſhe lives, I ſaid: 
ls that ſo ſtrange a thing that ne er was + Jane” 
IE Divorce her. q | 
£4 Ang. Ha? > 
5 Curd. What is't that wales you datt? 
Divorce her, and take Seymour to your Bed. 
King. How! take good heed what tis thou oull' upon 


4 


33 


Thy lelf Divorce my Law N ec Wife . 
Without a Cauſe. Fe D 3 
Card. There is a Cauſe. * eo tf Ry 
King. What ist? o 
Cara. Pretend Remorſe ol Conltione.” VV 
A 55 65 1 at s 40%, 
Card. Ne'er Wonder: DO e ht 4 


Say you are troubled and diſturbd Sen 3 9 5 . 
King. Eternal Villain! Eaciſer the damn d. e 


Traitor, at what? 37 lb OE SK 
Card. At that kick ſeiz'd your Mind, e 
When Katherine you divore d 1 5, Vl 


| Conſcience! Conſcience? „ 2 ad [4/i. 
King. Horrid Tormenting Fiend! 295 rg 
Thou know'ſt ſhe was my Brother 7 Wis and 2 1 dts | 
On no ſuch juſt pretence I can di ala 3 

Card. No matter; on the like ilkruſtofc Conſcience en 
That made you do the one, you. e br 
Give out that ſhe's not lawfy ly your Wits 5 
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The Firl alive, and Mal you never N 
A Diſpenſation from his Holineſs, | 
King. His Holineſs ! Iam blaſted with the thoughts 
Pernicious Traitor! How can this be done r 
Card. Leave it to me; Conſent you, tis enough: 
And I'll engage, on forfeit of my life, 


To get a Licence from our Holy Father 


To diſannul this Marriage, and to take + 
Into your lawful Bed the Beauteous Se bur. | 
King. But then I ſhall remain unfteed from Aatherne. 
E The Church ſhall grant a Diſpenſation 0-7 
For that. 
King. What Horror's this I hear! 9 Can chis be true 5 
In all 7 my wanton and luxurious Youth, 
Or in my blackeſt Thoughts of Luſt and Rage, 
I ne'er yet found one Wiſh amongſt them all 
Of ſuch a deep Infernal hue. The Horror + 
Has kindled my whole Blood into a Flame, 
And made me bluſh a deeper Scarlet tan 
This Villain's Robe. Difloyal, wicked Monſter! 
But I will ſtrive to hide my juſt Reſentments. 
Divorce my ſecond Wife without a Cauſe! 
Could it be done, what would the Nation ſay? 


What would the Action look like, but a Hell? 


To warn ſucceeding Princes from the like, 

And blot me from the Scrole of Pious Kings, 
Could it be lawful, oofſey, T would hearker — + 
Card, Then lawful it ſhall be in ſpight of Seruples: J 

I ſee your Canſcience is an Infant grown, 
A Child again, and wants to be inſtruted—— 
Come, let me lead you by the Hand, and point 5 
A way for you to walk on even Ground; 3 
So ſafe, the niceſt Conſcience ſhall commend ' 
And chooſe it. 
King. Now thou doſt rejoice thy prince. 146 
Card. What if ſhe bo eee to your Bed, 
And prov'd ſo? _ e 28 6 
5 "Ih ng. Ha! There's Thunder dur word, e e 
The Bolt ran through, and ſhiyer'd me to pieces.” e OL 
Dilloyal to my Bed ! Adultrous! Hal! 
Saidſt thou not ſo? Yet hold, if this be true, 
There hangs a Shower of Cordial in my reach 
To cure this horrid Fit. Hoolſey, beware 
How thou doſt dally with my e and fear: 
Look tot, and ſee you wrong her not; for gf 3 eln 255 
Thou doſt, ld all che Plagues thy Soul aeſeryes; 3 11 . tie 
All Hell ſhall be too lieeke for thy Cara: 
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New Hells ſhall be created, and more hot _ „ 
Than what's prepar'd for Traitors, Parracides, _ . 
For Raviſhers of Mothers, Luſtful Nuns, 
For Lacifer himſelf t'endure; nay more 
Than Villain, Pope, or Cardinal ever felt. i 
Speak how thou know it it. Wiek 4 
"Cos. Alas my Eo, eee 
I never meant it enter'd in my own. Mr 15 R 
| Particular Knowledge.: But it 1s. reported. 5 = 
King. Reported, ſaid'ſt thou! is not that e 
5 Report! why ſhe is damn'd if ſhe's but 3 
A Whore, much more reported to be ſo. 
'Tis not the Act alone that wrongs thy King; 
Each Smile, each Glance, and every wanton IR 
That's meant t'another, af I leave unpuniſhd, 
Shall brand me with the ignominious Name 
Of Wittal, which is worſe: make me but ſure 
That the leaſt Breath has utter d ſuch a ſound, 
Or whiſper'd to the Air that ſhe's Unchaſt, 
By all the horrid Fiends that puniſh Luſt, - 
And by the black-Concupiſcence of Hell, | 
I'll tumble her from the Throne into a Dangeon— 
Name me the Man that is e . 
Card. FIR 5 „ CON op 
King. Piercy! © 
Curd. Yes, Sir: He i TH 5 Man 1 dotes on; 
'Tis he lies deeper in her Breaſt than ever; 
For him ſhe Gghs, and hoards up all her Wiſhes ; : Ria. 
= __ Gives him her Perſon warm, infpir'd with Palo, I eters 
Whilſt for your ſelf ſhe only treats you with 
The cold dead Body of departed Love. 
King. Is Percy then at Court? _ . 1 
| Card. He 1s this Day: 299 250 V 4 Lies 
- Arrivd, 
King. Hough ! come without my leave, fay 7 thou. 
Card. He is, no doubt, to conſummate their Joys, 
Their Signs and Tokens to compare, which POP 
By Letters and Devices in their abſence - EY 
Have hourly plotted to deceive you, Sir, n ant 
And put in practice when the time 1s ripe. 47 
King. Hell and tormenting Furies————I Ae has 24) 
Card. Nay, in your Bed, and in her Dreams ſhe thinks on; 3 
When Pleaſures made you dull, it whetted her——— 
King. Hold, I can hear no more. By all my Wrong. Fr 
And cheated Hopes, thou bring | to my Remembrance | en 
How all Complaiſances to me were dragg d Sb C71 
And fore une her, like Mirth from one in Torwre! | tal 


Sage 


Some- 


me- 


ANNA. BULLEN. 


3 I found her Face all drown'd in Tears, N N * 
Wich Gales of Sighs juſt blowing off thoſe Storms, 25 


In fear away: Sometimes again in Bluſmes, e 


As if then all the wanton Heat of Love pe 
Were darting through her Eyes to meet my Flame * | 


But when with eager haſte I catch'd her in 
Theſe Arms and preſt her Lips; alack'I found, 
' Inſteadof Summer there, no Ice ſocold; 


Inſtead of Breath that would revive the Dead, 


No Air fo chill, nor Winter Blaſts fo keen. 


Card, Thus all her Actions ſtill will be to — 8 FTE 


The Roſes of her Bloom ſhe keeps for him, 


The Thorns for you——Had you been Prercy _ 
King. Let me embrace the Saver of his Prince, © 


Re * Preſerver of my Life and N . : 
= What ſhall I do for thee, my F riend? „„ 


| Re-enter Roch ford. 
0 Her re's 's Rechford | 2 


| Pray ſmooth your Brow, and 1 Diſcontent: 
And now y are going to the Queen ſmile on her. 
Meanwhile ſhe'll ſtumble, like a haſty Child, 


And a& more plain and open to your Juſtice ; * 


And when you find her tripping, on the laden 
Strike like the Hand of Heav'n, a ſure e 
5 And never let her riſe . 5 


Ning. I will- 


8 My Lond, 228 may come near : : Where i is us Queen? 1 [To Roch, | 


Roch. I left her in the Drawing-Room. ” 8 
King. Ah Woolſey! ?! 


What 175 e er fo e Woman wa, 
Had not the Firſt ſcorn'd her Creator's Laws; ; 
For neareſt his own Likeneſs they were made, 


'Till they by Falſeneſs did their Sex degrade. 2 E. and Card. 


[ Hanes Rochford. 
Roch, What means this fudden alteration 


| Enter Pie rey. 


"Is not that Pierc rey # Oh Joo true he comes! 
Not like a Ib 
1 


Poor cheate 


| Bridegroom, as was told thee, 
{ter ! But like one, alas! 


That knows already, the baſe Wrongs our Friends 
Have heap'd upon him! Where ſhall I avoid him 
Ah! Why mult I of all the Plot be Curſt?ʒ 
To look upon a Face fo full of horror; 


D a That 


= What ails my Friend? ſay quickly. 


And when we 
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That like a Hell, at once upbraids my Guilt, | 3 ; 
And laſhes me with the Remembrance 
A Pier. Methinks I walk like one that's in bre, 


A horrid Dream, and fain would be awake! 
Theſe Rooms of State look not as they were wont, 


When Anna Bullen oft has run to meet m; N 
But ſeem like Fairy-Land, a Wilderneſs. 
My F riends, like Beaſts that never yet ſaw Man, _ 
Start at my fight ; and ſhun; me worſe than Fire. © | 
What mean you Heav'ns! what mean thoſe boding Viſions ! 

O that ſome Friend, ſome Friend indeed, would meet me ! wa 
And wake me out of it——Bchold; tis granted | wn + 
Is not that Rochford there? my Deareſt brother! 


Koch. My Lord, my Piercyt 7 
Pier. Come thou to my Arms. 


Methinks th'art concern d to ſee I Friend: 
When I embrace thee, tis a Pain 1 find, 


Thy Friendſhip is as cold as Winter-Blaſts, 


Or as chill Age is to a r Virgen 5 = 


Koch. Nothing ails me. 


Pier. Nothing! why look ſt thou Wen ſo full of Horror! 
Thy down-caſt Eyes call to my fad eee N 
Ho paſling by yon Gallery of Pictures, 
That happy Gallery that was once the Scene 
Of many a joyful meeting with thy Siſterr 
Looking with wonder on thoſe famous Perſons, | 


Whom the rare Painter had with ſo much Art 


Deſerib d, to make Poſterity amends . 
For their bright Forms, now 5 in their ras; 
Wich there Immortal Shapes of Beauty here 3 3 


There as we us'd to walk, none e er ſo kind, 
Pb loving Arms and tender Wiſhes joyn'd, 
A glad remembrance in their looks we 10 0 d, 


: Of what their Bodies had on Earth enjoy d 


With ſtedfaſt Wo they watch'd us all the While, 


mild, they would be ſure to ſmile, 
Or if we chanc'd to weep and ſigh our woe, 


They ſeem'd to pity us, and do ſo too: _ 
Such ſympathy they drew from all our Fears, 


Our very Griets, and every Look was their s. 
Roch, The over-flowing of your Love-fick Fancy, 
Pier. But mark me now; my Rochford; mind the ſad 


Cataſtrophe, They, look not A= like Friends 
Of Comfort, but like boding Sbili rather; 


Their Smiles converted all to dartin Frowns, 
Whilſt with their em Voice . Hands, mechovght 


} 


v.E 
EF 


'They chid and beckon'd me to ſhun the Lol ö 

As if they did intend to ſay aloud, VVV 

Ah Piercy ! tis not now as heretofore, ler e 

Piercy begone, for thou ſhalt Happy be no more. 

«Koch, Ah, my Lord! 

Pier. Ha! what ſay'ſt chou? tis enough, 

There hangs a irexthet Tale upon th Brow, 7 _ 

And there's ſome horrid meaning in hat word SAL e 

Let thy dire Looks ſpeak all the reſt, Iprithee; 

Th' haſt pierc'd quite through me like an Ague- Fit, , 

Stopt every circling paſſage of my Blood, Is 

And made me ſweat big drops as cold as 1e 

Say quick, how fares thy Siſter ? is ſhe well? 

My Love! my Wife! Did I not call her Wife? 
Speak, Is ſhe living ? Is ſhe dead? If ſo, 

And thou dar'ſt utter it! Plant thy dread Voice 


Juſt like a Cannon to thy Pierqys Breaſt, 
And ſhiver me to pieces. 


Roch. By theſe words 


I find he knows not of my Siſter's 8 Marriage „ 14 te 
Alas ! my Lord, ſhe lives “ 17 Pier. 


Still worſe and worſe ! 


Pier. Lives! oh the Joy! But is ſhe ought than well? 
Tell it with ſpeed! why didſt thou ſay, alas * 


Roch. Well ſhe is too. 
Pier. Then bleſſed be that voice; 1 85 
But why thou ſpeak'ſt it with ſuch cold reſerve 
IJ cannot Gueſs. Oh tell it with joy? 
Tell it aloud with ſhouting to the Spheres, 
That they may eccho with glad Harmony, 
Thy Siſter lives: My Buffer is in Health. 
Hoch. She is in Health: But—— _ 
1 Ha! but what? ſpeak out: EEO 
doſt thou torture me with dire ſuſpence z 
If . be any thing can now be call'd Misfortune, 
When thy dear Siſter is in Health, out with it. 
85 Let it be worſe than Thunder, I can bear it, 
Rechb. Alas! kind Percy, force not me to tell 1 vou, 
Too ſoon you' Il hear the News from one . . 
That can relate it, Rocky as he th, LIC + 
Without a Sigh or Tear in pro 


ow rgf What +7 HE my Rochford mean a? 


Pier. You Heav nl 
Methinks the joyful ene in my Breaſt, S 
That ſhe's in Health, does chide me for my Fears; : 


But then again a fatal heavineſs _ 
Streight 8 this dawn of Comfort there, 
And like a Cloud hides all theſe new. born Beams 


5 Of Hope, ne bids me adhd know not what, . OI 
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21 FERTUE Beirayd: Or, 


lam in Hell, in Torments, worſe, in Doubt — 

Is there no Balſam that can cure this 8 

No Oedipus that can unfold this Riddle? 

I prithee, gentle Rochford, do not rack me: 
Take off this heavy Weight that ſinks th. Brother. | 
Come, flatter me, if thou'rt affraid to te = 
The Truth, and ſay that * theſe MY: words. 

Were not in Earneſt. 


"Bhs Northumberland. 


Roch. . your Father's here... 
Pier. He will take pity, and releaſe me e ſure, 


2 


| North. Harry, chou art moſt welcome to thy dls 7 


5 Welcome to all, and welcome to the King. wet) 
Rejoice, my Son, and deck thy Face with Smiles: 
- There's Love and Fortune coming towards the. 

Pier. Pardon me, beſt of Fathers? ſpare my Anſwer: | 

Oh tell me firſt what News is from my Love? 

How does my Miſtreſs fare ? and what's become 1 

Of Beauteous Auna Bullen! iir 


' 1 5 : 
* 1 2 * 
Nie en 


＋ 


North. Why, what's become of her? She s very well. mat ah 


What ſhould become of her? She's Married, Son. 
Pier. Married! © ES 
North. Married! ay Married, that ſhe is! . 
A Queen ſhe's too, a joyful Queen, I tell the. 
Tier. Married! and to the King! by all 10 1 
By all our chaſt, Eternal Vows of Love .. 
It cannot be, although my Father, ſays . 
Lou, whom I'll credit ſooner than an Angel. 
Married! my Anna Bullen falſe and Married : 
Perſwade me that the dun has loſt its Vertue, 
The Earth, the teeming Earth, forgot to bor” 
That Nature ſhall. be Nature now no more: 3 
| That all the Elements ſhall vaniſh ſtreight, 

Turn to Confuſion, in Chaos ſhrink, 


And you, and I, and all the living World, , 1 1 


Are what we were before we were beser; . 
All this muſt be, when Auna HBullen 8 falle. | 
VNortb. I tell thee, raſh and diſobedient Boy, 
 Marry'd ſhe is, without fuch Miracles, 2; 
Pier. Ah, deareſt Father, on my Kites I beg you, 
Repeat that horrid, diſmal word no more; 
Jo be obedient, and at once to 1 
My Miſtreſs wrong' d, is not in Piercy's 8 bo wer. 
Here, cruſh this Inſect, pound me into uſt, | 
— at your F ot! Oh. bay f it on my Neck. 


| And 


1 


And think thy Folly Puniſhment enough. 


ANNA BuLLRN. 


And puniſh me with death, ten thouſand deaths" 
For whilſt I live I muſt be guilty ſtill, 
And near can think that Auna Buſter's fable : 
O Sir, be merciful and juſt at once, 
EY And ſay you did it but to try your Percy. 


North Riſe, and repent, and do not tempt my Anger, 
Which thou ſhould'ſt feel, but that I pity thee, 


Pier. See, Sir, her Brother's more boncern'd = Y 
To hear ſuch words. Come, tell 'em, deareſt Rochford, 
Proclaim her Vertue loud as Cherubins, 
Tell 'em, theſe Rocks, they may in time relent, 
And hear the ſad Complaints of injur'd Honour: 
Is ſhe not Chaſt, Chaſt as the Virgin nan, 
And conſtant as the Turtle to its Mate, 
Her perſon ſacred ſtill to all Mankind, 
And Beauties leſs corrupted, leſs defil'd, 
Than is the lovely Blue that fragrant hangs 
On Autumn Fruit, or Mord Dey, on Ne. 
| North. Tell him, my Lord. 7 
Pier. Oh hear thy Charming ſaws 8 
i Tell em, and undeceive em, Friend; ell em 
How thou wert by, when firſt we plighted Troths, | 
And ſwore Eternal Faith, Eternal Love, 
By every Saint, and every Star that ſhone, 
Who then look d down as joyful Witneſſes, - 
And dar ted forth in all their bright Array, 
| To ſee our Loves that ſhin d more bright chan they. 
Gent. My Lord, the King and Queen are paſſing by. 
North. Look you, Romantick Sir, behold your Miſtrefs | 
Whole Bride ſhe is. 
L ing and Queen, 2 and 4. poſs s over the mee, 
Dorthumberland follows the King. 
Pier. By the immortal Powers that gave me life, 
And Eyes and Senſes to believe, tis ſne 
It is the King, and Anna Bullen Crowned lt 
Why Father, Rochford, Friends, Is it not ſo? 
And did ſhe not like haughty Juno walk? 
Who, as ſhe held the Thunderer by the aan. 
Look d down with ſcorn on the low World, from whenc- 
She came; ſo did ſhe caſt a loathing Eye 
Upon the place where humble Percy 8 
Now you are mute, dumb as thoſe 1 
Lou hir'd juſt now from Hell to be my Ruine; 
Ha! is't not ſo? Confeſs that i : is ſo, 


Boch, Alas! my Lord; Jour Mind no more, 


And L am bleſt; own it, and 2255 poor r Piercy 1 happy. T0” 


22 


— 
- nz La 


| 24. 


Tis torment to your Friend to ſee you thus. 


Sent mea Letter with tent e 
To let me know that I ſhould write, and ſhould - 1 Pens 
Be written to no more till my return? SfL, 1H 


” Come ſee the Bride he has prepar'd for 


And Hallen all within, 1d Marry her 


Pier. To Morrow! Wow 'To Morrow is t late: 3 


; „ER TUE Betray'd: Or, 


Pier. Friend, ſay'ſt thou? I diſclaim that Name i in all, 


” In Father, Brother, Siſter, and Companion, 


Nature her ſelf abhors it like the Plague, 
And baniſhes that Gueſt from all her Creatures — _ 


Falſe Brother to the falſeſt Woman living! 
Was it for this that I was ſent from Court? 


Was it for this the ſubtleſt ol her Sex 
{ſand rm; 


T' avoid ſuſpicion, as ſhe ſaid; but 't was 

To flatter me that i ſhould-nor miſtruſt her. | 

Koch. By Heav'n, and all that's true, ſhe's not to blame 
Pier. Here, Rechford, rip, and tear her from my Heart, % 


v aſt rooted as ſhe is: The Poiſon ſwells, 

O lance it with thy Sword, and give me eaſe: 
She's Hell! ſhe's worſe! ſhe's Madneſs to the Brain; 
I am poſſeſt, and carry an Hoſt of Devils? 
For he that wears a perjur'd Woman here, 


Has in his Breaſt ten thouſand F ends to Fourge him. n 


= 


K. enter Northumberland. 


North. Come; my beſt Son, the King Seo ths Pie, yr 


5 
And think no more of Anna Buflen now. ie n ie bs! 
+ Pier. Ha! bring me to her ſtreight! Is ſhe a Woman? = 


AJ bright diſſembling and proteſting Woman? "Th 


£ Soph as the ſmiling pitileſs Ocean is by fits 
But then her Heart as Rocky, deep, and fachomleſ: oe Ras 


Has ſhe a Face as tempting as the fair 


Deceitſul Fruit of Sm, but when taſted, 
Is rottenneſs and horror to the Core? 
ls ſhe ſo k ind, that nothing can be kinder? 


Nay, were ſhe Auna Bullen all without, 


To be reveng d! , e 
North. Thou doſt rejoice thy Father, . 369 19 


She is as good and beautiful as Angels, 


And has ten thouſand Pounds a year; which added 
To thy Eſtate, will make you far more happy 
Than Harry with his Crown, or Auna Buſter. 
Pier. Come, bring me to her: when ſhall we be marry'd! . 
North. When my $on pleaſes: If thqu wilt, to Morrow. 


| What mult 1 waſte 2 * and loſe a Smile! 


1 . 
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The 


And thought chat all the Nation folow'd me; 


Fora Dram of Poiſon that would Kill 
N The Heretick. _ 


N 


"OR 7 


ANNA BLI. i Wh 


The King with Ballen revels all this while, 


| Haſte, thou flow Sun! when wilt thou bring the Morn * * 
And when! oh when ſhall the long Day be worn! 
That theſe triumphant Arms may ſeize my Bride, 

And claſp her gently like a wanton Tide. 
In Floods of Extaſies I'll drown; and ſay, 

Thus Harry and his Queen lire all the day; 

Thus he embraces her all o'er, and o'er; _ 


Whilſt for each Kiſs I'll reap a thouſand more : 
And for each Pleaſure they. ſhall a& that on 


I'll pattern then, and double with delight: N 
But for that rareſt Bliſs we bluſk to own, 


; Spite and Revenge much more my Joys ſhall Crown. _ [Exennt. 


ACT III. SCENE 1. 
Enter Cardinal and Blunt ſeveral y. 


| Card, 14 1 L to the Sacred Queen of Wit and Beauty: 


Hail to the Empreſs of the World that ſhould be. 


Bee What News? what Song of Comfort brings * * 
Methinks your Looks ſhine like the Sun of Joy, 
And Smiles, more glittering than F Robes peut; 0 
Come, for long to be partaker o i.” 
Say, it is Great? ſhall Ballen ſink to Hell? 
Shall this proud Exhalation vaniſh ſtreight ? 2 


Or, ſhall ſhe ſtil] be Queen t "affront my Poolſey 1 
Cara. No: Id firſt pawn both Body and Soul to en 


Blunt. Oh famous Cardinal! Uh 


- Rome's Sacred Champion, and the Saints of bon 


What can reward thee but the Mitre here, 


And when th art dead, a mighty Throne, as high 
As was great Cucifer's before his fall? 


Card. Have I not liv'd more ſplendid than * King? 


More aw'd and famous than was Harry {till? 
Have I not ſcatter'd with a Liberal Hand, 


And ſow'd more Seed to Charity, than my 

The Kingdom elſe? Built ſuch val Palaces, 

As neither Italy nor Rome can patternn 

Which Eng/and's Monarchs have been proud to dwell i in. 
Blunt. And but for thee, the Nation hag! been * 

Curd. Who fram'd ſuch ſumptuous 8 as I 

With ſuch a Glorious Train of Servants deck'd, 

As Germany and France both wonder d at, 
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| Whilſt 1 as F him bell, 2 
Firſt did unlight, and firſt embrac'd my pt. + 
Curd. And have not I rul'd Harry and the Nation? 
shall then this ſtrong Foundation of my Greatneſs. | 
Be undermin'd by ſuch a Wretch as Hallen! 
Buy the weak practice of a ſpleenful Woman! 

A thing, .that I have made; a Poppet Queen, _ 
Dreſt up by me, to act her Scene of Greatneſs, 

And all her Motions guided by this Hand! 
Blunt. Shall ſhe then Mount the Fame to ruine Woolſey * 
Card. No; by my Self, that moment ſhe en it, HE 

| She pulls a dreadful Tower upon her Head; 

When I begin to totter, if ! muſt, 5 15 

Like à huge Oak, "that's leaning o'er a Wall, r 
I'll take my Aim, and cruſh her with my fall 55 85 5 
Piereys arriv'd, there's Aid for your Revenge. 3 

Blunt. 1 heard ſo, and Fei gl it by the Queen. ws 
Card. By that ſhe has diſcover'd the deceit, x 
And finds him Innocent, now tis too late, 

This makes her careleſs, to her o-˖n undoing; 
Por when the Amorous King comes, loaded with 

Big hopes, and thinks to take his fill of Joys, 

Streight, like the ſenſitive, nice Plant that ſhrinks, | 

And on a ſudden gathers up its Leaves ” 

When *tis but touch'd, ſhe will contract her Charms, 
And ſhut em from him i in her ſullen Boſom 2888 
As cold as Winter to his warm Embraces wy 2 
This, when the vext and paſſionate King perceives, 

He'll hate, and caſt her from him in a Rage. _ 
Blunt. See | yonder's Rochford coming towards us, 
Big with glad Looks, I hope, to be delver'd _ 
Of ſomething that will forward our Deſi 1 
Card. I wi Fi retire, and leave him to your Cure, 
To manage him with all the Art of Wong; 4 
All Hell, if Heav'n mou, lure Jour, Nit. 
And Malice. 
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Roch. Brighteſt of thy dazling Sex, 
That wears dhe Charm, of all the Vun Got 1 nh 
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How have 1 by this dy ** Enn i in 2 : IP 


; FL, #371 1 ty: My. R | ; 
In Torments and in Darkneſs all the while! 44 15 7 75 . | 
Sun of my Joy, to waſte the tedious Day, - ont 1 K S165; Bk 9 


And Star to gaze the live-long Night away. e 
Blunt. O, your grown a Courtier now indeed, EG Gr er 


: 
My Lord; but 'tis no wonder, now you are 5 
Exalted, and are Brother to the Queen: "i 2 


Tis hard for one to gun a look from you. 741811 
Without the purchaſe of l will not tell you ( 1% ene 
Roch. Ha! Brother to the Queen! to Jupiter. 
Bo And if my raviſh'd Senſe decetves me not,, . 
Il will not change my State to ſhine in ee abe x42, . 
To be the darling Brother of the Sun, alt 366 C 
Or one of Leda's Twins chat deck the * e ee 
No, Caftor 1 defie . 5 15 8 5 
Mor Hold DYING in ord. 
1 will not chide you, though you have deſery'd Be tu +, 
For all thoſe Raptures are wo ſtarts in Loves VE 
And ſeldom hold out to the Races end; 5 bas . D n 
Or elſe like Straw each TOR Wies 1 l ei EEN 
And ſoon is out. ö 1 
Roch. Oh ſay not fo, my Goddeſs! + 5 e 
The Negro, neareſt Neighbour to the 8 r e 2 nl 
That lives under the torrid burning Line, b N | 
Feels not the warmth that does poſſeſs my Dread. 1 „„ 1 
And, oh forgive the vaſt Compariſon, BEE lt Þ 
| Hell's Flame is not ſo vehement or laſting. _. 
- Blunt. Enough, my Lord: I'll put you to your. run, 
Prepare, and ſee how well you can obe +: 
But that you may not ſtrive without al 1 
Like Slaves condeman'd for ever to the Gallie s . . 
Here is my Hand, an earneſt of my Promiſe, on rg ob titan 
That as J find you Faithful, Pl. Rewind 's 1 190 
Roch. Your Hand! 5 0 am 1“ tell 55 God my Lore 
Blunt. But mark me: Hear, as from a 1 this : 1 5 
Be ſure you merit well this firlt of 38 
And keep the Oath you vow upon this h 
Elſe I 56 08 a worſe chan ell Wel 
Lour Sacrilegious Crime. r 


3 EST 
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.* Roch. Lo, here I ſwear ; „ vg „ 
But tell me, Heav'n! what fi mt an Oath? 4 

When *tis impoſlible I ſhould be falſe? 

I {wear upon this Altar, breathing ee 
Eternal Love! Eternal Wen — 
Divineſt, Softeſt Sweeteſt ——>. ,, (4 de ber 7 Hl 

Blunt. Go ay Fotd, * pou if, ay N 
U now you haye 1 it, brag 29,95 my 8 5 @ botigs $6 eee : 
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For never any but yaur urge ww IH ON wk " 
The like. "OAT 0667 ATR 25 
Koch. And he, d unwortiiclt of Mainkind,” 
Who having ſuch a Jewel in his Breaft, ; 
The Crown not half ſo Sacred; were it mine, 25 = 
To ſell it for a falſe and glittering Triffe : | 
So filly Indians barter Gold and Pearls | Sing 
For Baubles. "2" een Kd i 9 
Blunt, What your Sifter, treach* Tons Manz 5 
Lou do not mean it; nor can Lendure 
Io hear her fo degraded, if *twere real!: 
She has Goodneſs, and has Beauties more chin I; 
And merits what ſhe does poſſeſs, a Crown : 15 
And much the more, becauſe ſhe ſought not for it; 
Which is the cauſe, I fear, that ſhe's hard 
You. viſit her, not only as a Brother, x 
But as a Friend, and Partner of her Councils ; 
You Love like Twins, like Lovers, or indeed 
As a fond Brother and a kind Siſter ſhould. 
How bears ſhe this unwelcome State? or Wiler 
How does ſhe brook the wrong that's done to Peircy? 
Roch, All her Reflections on it ſtreight will vaniſh; 
A King and Crown are Charms invincible ; _ 
No Storms, nor Diſcontents can long abide, — 
Where Love and Empire plead; but ſoon will fly 
Scatter'd like Miſts before the Sun of Power, 8 
Blunt, You ſpeak indifferently, my Lord, and like 
Miſtruſt of heh you Love: 1 long to hear 
The more what you would fain diſgnife from me 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the Oath you took? 
Or is't fo lately, that you think tis ſcarce 
Reach d down to Hell, to claim you Perjur'd there 5 
Or think you that Ie er can hate the Siſter, 
When with a Bluff 1 own 1 love the Brother 2 
Falſe and ungrateful Man? farewel. | | 
Roch, O ſtay 
Rip open wy Boſom to. ia deren Wa”. 5 1 
And read w $4 e er you think is written dere 8 
Had I no Tongue to 12 I'd. ſuffer chat, . 
Rather than once deny you any thing. 8 
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* Blunt. He ſoftens, turns; and changes 48 1d TW? via: [46 45. 


His waxen Soul begins to melt apace; 
He is my Slave, my Chain't and Galiy Slave; . : 
Oh that I had. but Harry fo to totture! 5 
Bd Il revenge my ſelf on this foft Fool, . 


On Bullen, and on all their Race at once = „ 


That were the curſed G of hy ünnbing. 


— 
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| ANNA BULLEN. 29 
Lou find my Paſſion and good Nature quickly, © Toe Roch 
That makes you uſe me thus. e 
Roch, Ten Thouſand Par Gti comm — 
Blunt. No more; I can forgive, if you deſerve i it; 
I charge you, as a Sign of your Repentauce, 
Go viſit ſtreight the Queen, and Percy too; 
| You hear he's come to Court, and what you learn 
From them, that ought concerns their former loves 
From time to time acquaint me with the 44 
And you ſhall lock the Secret 1 in 1 1 Breaſt, 
Ass ſafe, as in your W n. 82 
work Koch. Twere Blaſphemy | „„ 

= But to ſuſpect it. ee ee e e 
Bunt. I require this of you; „ | 

Not that I doubt the Vertue of the Queen, 1 
But know, that, worſe than Hell, T hate the King, 

(To which juſt Hatred 'tis you owe my LYON. 4 
And wiſh your Siſter, and all an * F 
Would hate him too. | t N 

Roch. I'll inſtantly obey you. rp 

Blunt. Come bac k my Lord; this iti fla Charm d we 
And now I can't but give you ſome kind hopeg—— 

You may have leave to Viſit me hereafter, os 
And talk of Love, perhaps I'll take it kindly. 
Foch. Bleſt Harmopy Happieſt of nd, I. 
Blunt. And you may write to me, and beſt by Proxy: 
For tho the King not Viſits me, as he was wont, 
Vet he is Jealous 
Let all your Amorous Letters be ai guis'd 
Under the borrow'd Name of Rester till, 
Directed to me by the ſtile of Siſter. oo 

Roch. In all things I'll obey my lovely Coddels OW 

Blunt. Theſe Papers once ſhall be of Conſequence. [44 tae. 
I the Queen comes, her Soul in diſcontent, "i 1 Roch. 
And longs to be disburthen'd. I will leave * 

A fit Occaſion's offer'd, now ſhe's on 


"ThE Rack, to eaſe her by a fond Confelſion, | 57 cenn Blunt. 
Enter Queen and Ladies. _ 
Queen, Where am I now 2 ———My Brother! Is it you? 
I hear that Pzercy's come RORTTRS: nnd 
Foch. He 1 IS: rtf 10 


© Queen, Where ſhall 1 hid my 16 2 — from him 5 
And ſhut me where he ne'er. mY e e me more? oo 


For now I ſtart at every human Shape, 
And think ] meet wrong 'd Pierce in my Way, 
; E 2 


Lake 


1 . Ligne edel for Mig in his 5 "I WY 


, S$Shuns every Beaſt, and Trembles at the Wind. 
And chinks each Buſh a Man to bens him— 


* 


Enter, Diana. Re) 


= RD I ſent thee to the Queen, "Diana, 15. F 
„ How fares ſhe in her hopeleſs, loſt Eſtate? oe te a” cb 
What Anſwer bring'ſt thou, that is Death to r 2 ack 
+ Come talk of Miſery, and fil] my-Breaſt | 
With Woe: I'll lay my Ears to the ſad ſound, 
And thence Extract it as the Bees do A 
) Grief is the Food that the afflicted live _ AG PRI To ade IP 
Talk any ching; there's nought ſo dreadful as - ien Hue 4} 
The Thoughts of injur'd Piercy in my Breaſt. 5 
Dian. The Princeſs er! is Dead. 
Deen. What Princeſs? _ 
Art thou a temporizing falſe ons too? 
And haſt ſo ſoon forgot ſhe was 19 Gen? 
Dian. Queen Katherine's Dead, VVV 
Queen. Alas! then is ſhe Dead! F 
"Then ſhe has got the ſtart of Auna ulla „„ 
Came you too late to pay my Duty to her : EE „ 
Dian. No: For ſh' enjoy d her Senſes to the alt; F . 
And then not ſeem to Die, but fall aſle ep. 5 
Queen. So bold is Innocence, it Conquers Death, an. 930M, - : 
And after makes amends for all the „„ yn 
Suſtain d in Life. 
Dian. When I began to tel her, 
ck 1 came by your Command, to make a tender,” „ 
. Of your moſt humble Duty, and Condole 185 5 5 I 
: Her Majeſty s Mis fortune and Diſtemper; V 
She check'd me at that Word, and as you have ſeen „ 
A clear Sky, with a travelling Cloud o'ertook, | 2 
And quickly gone, ſo ſhe put on a Frown, 
Which did not laft, and anſwer'd with a Smile, 
Why did you ſay, your Majeſty to me, * 
She ſaid, à Name I loath? Go, tell your oe, „„ en Fon 
Let her not fix on Greatneſs to he. Happy, . 
But take a ſad Example here by me: 
1, who was Daughter, Niece, and Siſter too, 
To Three great 0 8 and Wife, alas 


To the moſt potent Prince in Chriſtendom, m 
| Muſt Die more wretched than the meaneſt Creature e ATA. 
| In a ſtrange Country, midſt mg Enemies, Ae | 4 PERO 
Not one of all my great Relations nere e or e af a 


| To pity me, nor Friend to bury "me. rk erage ne ee E 
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And then ſhe wept, and turn'd her gentle Facſdre 

The other way, and quickly after Dy'd, 

+ Queen. Go on, why doſt thou ceale this Melody? 

Thy Voice exceeds the mourning Philomels ; | | 
The dying Swan takes not that pleaſure in $1 
Her Note, as I in ſuch Celeſtial Muſi ck 2 

Halt thou no more of it? 88 TER] 

Come play the Artiſt; Shew thou to my Fancy, _ * 

Th' infernal Paths that lead to infinite Horror; 

 Op'n all the Charnel Houſes of the Dead, 

And fright away, if it be poſſible, _ 
The ſad remains of injur'd Pzercy here. 


King. Yonder ſhe is, in Tears amidſt her Glories ! 
Vou laviſh Stars, what will content this Scorner? 
From a mean Spring I took this ſhining Pebble, 
And plac'd her in my Heart, and in my Crown, 
Ihe faireſt and the beſt lov'd Jewel there: 
And fate her on my Throne to be ador'd: 
Vet ſhe contemns all this, and would be more, 
The Heavens are all too narrow for her Soul! 
Gods, you muſt flatter and deſcend to her, 
Or ſhe Il not ſtir one jot to you — She is 
JJJ;õö;? f ns 25 N 
VV 35 N e 
King Sit down again, 16h 
I but diſturb you; therefore I'll return; ©  _. 
For ſure they mult be tender Thoughts, for which 
' You pay ſuch laviſh Tribute from your Eyes, 
Queen. Sir, I was thinking of .th' uncertain State 
Of Greatneſs, and amongſt its ſad Misfortunes, 
What would become of me, alas! if you 
(Which I've no reaſon to ſuſpe),,, ff © 
Should change your Love; and that produc'd theſe Tears. 
| King. Y are in the right, if that ſhould ever happen 
But what begets ſuch doubts within your;Breaſt? - 
You have done nothing to deſerve ſuch fears: 
You love me; and-as long as that ſhall laſt, 
Miſtruſt not Farty, oo 1 
Oxeen. By my hopes T:do..... In 
King. Bleſt ſound! I wall hear nothing. but my Sullen 


02 
\ 


Woolſey and Devil tempt me now na more ¶ Alae. 


Then ſhake theſe Clouds of Surrow from thy Eyes; 
And dart thy brighter Beams, like April Sun- nine, 
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. rExennt Diana and Rochford. 


Into 


N YER TUE Betray'd: or, 


Into my Boſdm, and thus lock me eve: 
Oh, nowl nought remember but thy Charms, ns Re ob 
| And quite forget what e er 1 was before, _ N 

One word of Bliſs, one word of Softnefs from thee, By Fe Ne 
To baniſh hence Suſpicions, like the Plague, 
And clear our Breaſts from jealouſies for 9 8 
What, not a ſyllable do I deſerve? 5 i 
Theſe Kiſſes, faint Embraces, and theſe Odours, 
Are raviſh'd, not beſtow'd upon me—— ha! 

Sneen. What means my Lord?, 

Ring. W hat means the Traitorous Ballen? 
By Heav'n ſhe wants the cunning Trick and Skill, 
Ihe eaſie quick Deluſion of her Se, 
To hide der falſeneſs— By all Hell ſhe's damn'd, 
Queen, O Gracious Sir! 
King. Too gracious not to kill thee 4 
For whom, for whom are your kind looks refery'd? F 
Hide you your Minion; for his ſafeguard, do, 
For were he mongſt his happy Stars, I'd reach him; NE 
I'm frightful as a Ghoſt, or a Diſeaſe : 


£ For when I think to hold her in theſe Arms, 


She ſtruggles like the Quarry in the Toil; 
And yields her ſelf unto my loath'd Embraees, | 25 
With ſuch a forc'd and awker d willingneſs, = 5 
As Men, when they are paſt all hopes of Bie, „ 
Keſign themſelves into the power of Deatn. | 
Qucen. What Friend has put ſuch Thou hts into your Brealt? 
When did I wrong you? How have I been falſe? 
Yet I will not complain againſt my Lord. 
Since 'tis' your Will—=sSir, have not obey'd' you? ? 
No Slave fo hnwbly faithful to your Pleaſures, 
And in your Bed, with bluſhing paid thoſe Duties 
That modeſt Virgin, or chaſt Wife could do: 
And if I was not wanton, pray forgive me. 
King. Yes, yes, I have your outlide ; but Hell knows 
And thy falſe ſelf, who 'tis enjoys thy Soul! = 
You yield to me indeed, tis true: But moſt 
Unwillingly you part With your dear Sweet, 
Unleſs it be to him chat has your Hoard; | 
But Guard your fatal Honey with a Sting „ 
Gainſt thoſe 7 hate Your Perſon you ROY 
But as to Priſon; my Arms are but the Grates +. td 
Through which your Mind is longing ſtill tobe 3broad Wy 
Nay, in the very Moment of Enjoyment t 
And who would think but chen L h ould be happy? _ „ 
There's ſtill another's Picture in your Heart, 1 | 
75 which you look: and haue, Im he, „„ 


ANNA BULLEN. 
And all the while I'm ſporting for another... — 
Queen, Can Heav'n hear this ! O cruel, faithleſs F-: | 
King. No: To thySyrens Voice II ſtop BRAS, 4 
A thouſand times, like them, th'haſ(t cheated me, 4 
. Laid my Juſt Paſſion to a gentle Calm, F — 
Whilſt Storms behind were ready to devour me. „ 
On thy falſe dangerous Charms [Il wreck no o more, 9 
But ſeek for ſhelter on ſome kinder Shore; OE. f 
A grateful Beauty here ſhall Reign alone, | | 4 
And chace thee from my Heart, and from thy Throne: | 5 | 
Ha ! Who comes there > My gentle Woolſey come, . i 
And with thy Counſel ſtreight defend my Breaſt. | e | 
: [The King meets Woolſey, and goes out leaning oN vn. 5 
Queen, Did not my Lord fly from me in a Rage, 
Arm d with a Frown, and darted it quite through me? 
And M oolſey in his Favourites Place again? 
Nay, then the Wonder is expir'd ; that proud, 
That great bad Man, and Lucifer, ne er meant 
Me nor my Virtue well — The King's — 
Begins to ſhew its Janus Face again: 
And all the doubts of an unhappy Wretch, 
My Fears by Day, and horrid Dreams by Wan. 
Are come to pals. 185 


Enter Piercy. 


. What ſhall I fear to ſee her! 
- And tell her Face to Face the Perjuries 
And Falſeneſs that ſh' heap' d upon her Soul, 
And ruin'd mine? Lo, where the falſe one is! 
In counterfeited Grief ? By Heav n in Tears! ” 
As if her ſing already did upbraid her! 
| Juſt Pow'rs! Can you behold a Form ſo Fair, 
And ſuffer Falſzncf to inhabit there? 
The Morning-Sun riſen from its watry Bed, 
$ 2 e ee Drops does on Arabia ſhed: 
And facred Viols of rich April ſhowers; . 
When he alternate Rain and Syn-ſhine pours 3 7 
Door is he half ſo Beautiful and Gay, +. 
As ſhe a wiping of thoſe Tears away. e 1 
Queen, Ha, Piercy! I'm betray d. Adige me Heay' a! 5 5 
What ſhall Ido 5e gone, this 1 is Hell; 
Vipers and Adders u under Smiles, 
Aud flatt'ring Cloths of State: Oh! do not tread here; 3; 
Under this Mask of Gallantry and Beauty, 
ls a rude Wild; nay, worſe, a dangerous Ocean, 
Into worſe Jaws, Love, like a Calenture, 
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Wim tempt us, where we both may link 1 periſh. . . 2 _ = 
Percy, What, can ſo mean a Creature fright a Queen! - nag | 
- Beholda wretched Thing of your undoing. _ | F | 

Queen, See where he ſtands, the mark of Pity, Heav' a! Bl DP ni 
Shur, ſhut thy Eyes, and fly with ſpeed away 
Or view the Rocks and Quick. fands if thou * 888 5 


- Leſt this rough Helleſpont I venture on, 


And like Leander tempt my Fate, and Nen "Fer. Queen. , 
+ Peer. Ha! ſhe is ſurpriz'd! ſhuns me! and flies from WE... = 
And more affrighted is at Pzercy's Wrongs © . 


Than guilty Ghoſts, that have ſeap d to Earth, n ; - «Dag ; | 
Hear the Cock crow to ſummon em away, 8 . 0 
And ſtart and tremble at the ſight of Day. r 9 9 0 0 
But yet ſhe look d not like a Foe upon men ?ĩ?ꝝĩ = i 
And as ſhe parted, J ETHER. F- 


That there was ſomething in thoſe ſpeaking Tears, 
Dok W W Excuſe her, and Condemn her Fare. 


Enter Northumberla nd, 


North, Son, I am come to tell yon joyful News, 

Ie King his Charm'd the fair Diaua to thee, 

And is reſolv'd to Marry her to Morrow, © „ 

And Celebrate the Nuptials with a Pomp. 1 5 

Tier. The King? the King! 18 marry d, Sir. * 1 

Nin , 

But thou art not; H' intends to give her theo 3 

__ Himſelf: Why doſt thou ſtart ? Twas but this Day 

| You ſwore and yow'd, with all the ſigns of F 
And Duty to your Father, you'd obey me. J 
Pier. Alas! I did: But cannot Heav'n, nor vou . 8 
Forgive a raſh, unhappy Man his Vow I ke cre 


North. No: By the Blood that honours Piercy's Vein 
I ſwear I will not 


For Marry'd thou ſhalt be, and that to her, 


Dr live a Vagabond, baniſh'd from Wealth, 


From Friends, and Pity ; whilſt T will advance lea 
Thy Younger Brother to thy loſt Hate, # * 


And ſee thee ſtarve ; nay, more, and loaded with e HY 1 
The Curſes of thy Father 75 15 


Pier. Hold, Sir !- 
Fl ſtrive t ' obey you; Cf 
What Miſery, or Death can do to 1 „ ; 
Nor to avoid the hungry Lion's Den, | 8 . 
Or Dragon's Teeth, juſt ready to devour me; F e TE 
For know, I plunge into a State more dreadful, Fei n ee 
But chat I may not be th' vnbappy le | EEE 


. 


_ Spiteof my Stars, I dote upon a Perſon, 
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ST of dragging wrongful Curſes from a Father, 
Which rather turn upon his Head that aims, 4 
" Than hurt the Boſom of the 8 £2 


| Enter Diana. gf 


PASS g 
7 
- 


'Nirth, See! ſhe is ; coming, brighter than! a Coddeß 5 


Tl leave you, and commit you to her Cure. [Ex. North. . 


Dian. Yonder's the dear-lov'd Man, whom all muſt rom 8 

That loves another too, what ſhall I ay? bee 

Who has no Heart, no Eyes that are his own; fix '5 OT fe 68 91 
Nor yet one Look that ever can be mine as ele 
Pier. Madam! dd you hear the catch My Facher cells me 

Ware to be Marry'd. 

Dian. So the King will have it. 

Pier. The King! what would the Tyrant be a God? 2 

To take upon him to diſpoſe of Hearts! 


And j joyn unequal Souls with one another; 0 Fo 0 


A tore of Virtnes in as bright a Perſon, FE 
As Heav'n cer treaſur d in a Form Divine: 8 
If ſo, what can your Eyes behold in me? 
What ſee in ſuch a wretched thing as 1. 
To Marry me? „ 
Dian. How Charming is his Perſon: FEE 26 

"And much more Charming is his Grief! And h ; 
How can ſhe e er receive a Wound more deadly, 
Than I, tormented with a double Dart, 
Of Love and Pity———Some kind Dei 
Aſſiſt me now, leſt 1 ſhould ſhew 1 Love 7 NIE * 
And teach my Tongue how to bely my Heart. 
Pier. You ſeem to ſtudy for fo plain an Anſwer. 
Come tell me ſtreight my faults, and what you think; 
For here I ſtand the Mark of Truth to aim at. ITE OTA | 

What is there in this Se e 8 a 1 ieee 

To look on without Scorn? R en, lng | 

Dian. Now kind Heav'n, | Pro 2008 

Lend me the Cunning now bf a all my Sex! y [die 
I like you Juſt as well as you like me; 1 Piercy. 
Our Perſons might, for all you have ſaid of mine, 114 
Be mended both, and both receive Addition: 1 = 158 41 
And for your Nature, 1 I be: plain, and tell . en 

J could have wiſh'd a Man of better Humour; 8 13814 
But tis no matter, ſince ware both ſo bade ot 3 
We are the fitter then for one another. F e eee 
| Juſt Gods? What whale di ve are! All. 
K Atlan! 9.9 0 | 
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2 a s Mtle thin ke lende Wach. Au. 
Tell me . ms oo ? 7 4 | mn 8 6 
Pier. Becauſe the Cruel God. 52 
| Has robb'd me of my whole Elite of bee, t 
And left me naked, deſolate, ai art pal 4 2 
Not worth one sich, ner Wiſh, if that 1 
The Debt I owe: Nay, ſhauld you come a begging, 
Cold ang;þalf ſtarvd, for — tomy door, 
Lou would not find, in all this rifled Cottage, 
One Spark, one Charitable Spark, to warm vou. 


Dian. Heaf, Heav n] hear, Cruel One! who e er - thou art 
He loves, tho' J am flighted, ſcorn d, nay hated, Lie. 

Wou'd thou hadſt my Kind Eyes, my Breaſt, my sub, 

Would all my Vital Blood were Balm to Cure him. 

Let will our Cruel Parents have us Married: _ re. 9 aer, 

Then, ſince we muſt, how knaw we but tur Bodie 
And yet more Careleſs and Deſpairing Souls, Ag, a 7 KAY fs 10 
In time may grow to ſuch, Indiffe rene 


As quite forgetting of what Sex we are, Tom rr nr 
We may like faithful and condoling Brad ef) wells nt e 
If not like Lovers, pe = Nit Raitt e 
NMier. Ay; i bt 6 71 1 7 art] 1; 
And when y'are ſaq, Th Kit yo like a eee 1103} 43 


And if you Sigh, or chance te ſhedia 5 11% bus 3/0. 305 
I will weep too, and as yar why yougrieves! Mn 


And you ſhall do the like te me, 40d e ano (in ders bu! 
Cree me like a Siſter, ſtill remembring i OS 

The Subject of our Juſt Complaints ſhall be, ei m 151 no) 
You that y'are Marry'doro— . 1 to Heb 26a þ 1 97 40H 


Dian. You for Marrying me.': IIdgizlir es [3 ni f ot WP. 
Pier. O rarely thought! 'twill Fi the anly Means: an i 
To make us happy both againſt our Willsg* 7 
Well moan, we 1 ſigh, we'll weep ; we'll all but ve 231 
>. Inſtead of loving, pity one another. . 
Dian. And who ean tell! but Pity may at aſt, 0 
5 By gentle, ſoft Degrees, (grow Apts BEovec ff no nine 


Pier. Come, let Na. chen ginge che yl] liave in ſoy 1 1007 19] Di fa 
Meet theſe glad Rites toad Mankind! but us, U n $4 5) blos 
Where the malicious Charm ſhall joyn our Carles, em ans 0 


— 


And not our perſons, but our Woes together: 419117115 N vo _— 


Then turn us looſe, like to nn d, lone Witches; = 


H Baniſhe 
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i Baniſh'd from Earth, no Creature but our TY 
In an old Bark on wide and Deſart Seas, 1 
In Storms by Night and Day, unſeen by all, bh 
Dapity id toſt, not one dear Morſel with us 
1 eaſe our Hunger, nor one drop of Drink ee 
25 EL. uench our raging Thirſt, and which is worſe, 7 
Without one ot of Rigging, Sail, or Steer to —_— | | 
Dian. Forgive me, Heay n! Forgive me all my BY, | LAſidt. VVV 
That ever lov'd, or e er was ſcorn d like ; 5 if 
Tho' 'tis my Fate for ever to be hated, F | 
Tho' we are doom'd to dwell, like wandring wietehes, 57 555 TE, - 
In worſe than what his worſt of Sorrow paints; 1065 5 
Vet I muſt love him, and reſolve to Marry him; 
And now I challenge all the wondring World, 
And more admiring Angels, if * can, | 
To find who moſt 1s to be pity'd, H fe 
Or I—Quick, let us launch 1 HR Vi a Coordge, _ er: 0 r 
Since tis our King and Cruel Parent's Wills, 
Pier. And give a rare Example to the Marry'd, 
of Conſtancy: For that which ſevers them, : 
| Poſſeſſion of their pall'd and loath'd Enjoyments, . 
Our faithful Woes ſhall joyn our Lives the faſter. _ 
Dian. And having each of us ſo mean a Stock 
of Love, I in your Breaſt, and you in mine; © 
| We need not fear that Thieves ſhould come to rob us. 
Pier. Nor Jealouſie to part us. bio LY 
Dian. Well then Piercy V all | 4 . | | 
When our expected Sentence i is perform'd, Fil e 15 5 
Where ſhall we take our welcome — ? | 
Pier. To the World's End! Far from all fruixful Grounds, 
From Corn, and Wine, or any wanton i 
In ſome dead Soil, ſo.barren and ſo curſt, 9 
Where neither loathſom Weeds nor Thiſtles grow. 1600 
Dian. Or ſome deep Cave, Where Winds are all ſo ain, 
And Beaſts ſo far remote, that we ſhall hear 
No Howls, nor Groans, but what we make our ſelves. 
Poier. No: on ſome dreadful Rock we'll ante to ” 
Whoſe diſmal Top ſeems faſten'd to the Sky; - 
Thence we can look on all the World below, 
So full of Vanity, fe fall of Woe! ' 
And ſometimes on the Wreck devouring Seas, 
The Emblem of our preſent Miferies 5 + 
Sigh for the Creatures, think the Storms we fee | 
Our Cruel Parents, and the Wretches we. OE 
Dian. Or walte our Days in wandring ito and fro, ©) = 4 
Aud make our Lives one Harmony of Woe. TEIN 
Fier. Till Hear n ſhall rain 1 pity on used . 
* ian. 
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Dian. No. 5 e 
We'll not be piey d. pity S half 2 Cure: PPP wy 
That will bring Comfort, which we'll ne er endure. | i | . * 


Pier. O my Virago Partner: e SOD | 
Dian. Nay, I dare you. N „ 
> Pier. Then here we'll take an Oath, 118 with thi Kin 8 
Let's ſtrike a League with Woe, adieu to Bliſs! 5 
And now I challenge the All. ſceing ny, 8 
From his proud Prof ect, his high Seat at we F 
Mongſt all the Wonders of the World, to . c 
A Couple half ſo kind as thee and I; | TEIN 
Or all the Matches that eer Love decreed, . 
If ever Man and Wife ſo well agreed. I: 
Love oft time flies from Miſery and Pain; + 
But we reſolve the cloſer to remain. 
j | What though we Wed in Hatred, we may mend; 
8 We but begin where others ſurely end, 13 
And each of you that Marry firſt for Love, „„ 
N 5 We are e but * What at laſt you PROVE. 3 e Ambo. 
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- Enter Blunt with Letters, Rochford. AN: 
| Blunt. Y Lark; you 20 che cunning Lover welt: 
Paint a rare Paſſion under all itzuiſes; Fa 
Yet oh! I wiſh this Art had not been learnt, . 100 
But Nature in you, and true Love the Teacher; 
Yet I will prize and hoard your Letters ſafe, 
As J would fragrant Flowers within my Boſom : 2 
Roch. O my prodigious and exalted Soul, 
And my more precious Stars! I bleſs you all. 
Is there a Man 'mongſt all your Favourites, 
So rich, ſo happy, and ſolovidas 11 
Methinks, for my dear Auna Bullens ſake, 
If poſſible, L love you better now, 
Since I dare call you by the Name of Sifter. 
Blunt. And I much more now I can call you Brother. = 
Roch. O my too weighty Je Joys - ! ee 2-4 state! 15 
\ And more Immortal Love! | 
35 Blunt. No more: I'll chide you. 
q This is too great, too violent to laſt— | 
3 Hold! give your Paſſion Breath, leave ſome for next, 
a . And love not all your withes out at once — 7 0 
* Where is the Queen? e FOOTE 


| 3 avi I left her diſcontent, 
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Roch. Seen him ſhe has: But would not ſpeak to bim, 


Blunt. Not ſpeak to him ! Oh cruel, moſt inhumane * 


Had ſhe but ſeen him in that ſtate as I did, 


She would have ſpoke to him, and dy'd for how. 
Roch. Alas! Her Cruelty drew Pity from F 
Her Eyes and mine. 5 
Blunt. Would ſhe not ſpeak ” him then? 


' Roch. No; not a word: But quite o'ercame her Pity, 

And went away reſolv'd ne'er more to lee him. 

Blunt. The reaſon. 

Roch. She d not tell. but 1 mol! doubt 

Her ſcrupulous Vertue is the cauſe. 1 
Blunt. Impoſſible! 

Vertue can never lodge with Cruelty.” 

What ſtain were it to th' whiteſt Rene 7 
What crime in the ſevereſt Virtue once, 

In her condition, but to hear him . 

Come! ſhe muſt ſee him 

Gps Langer Would my Life and Fortune, 1 

„N al my Right of Love, and Hopes in thee; 
= Could purchaſe her conſent to ſee him once, 
Pardon the Sallies of moft mighty Friendlhip, 

So well I wiſh him, I would hazard all. 

Blunt. Go tell, as from your ſelf, the ſad condition 5 

Her horrid Cruelty has brou ht him to, 

Within this hour he enter d my Apartment, Ig 
Not like the Great, the Brave, and Charming Piercy, 
Whole Perſon none could ſee without adoring:. 
But like a dreadful Ghoſt, or hort id Shadow, . 
Far worſe than what dead, melancholly. Midnight, | 

To frighted Man e&'er painted i in a Dream; | 
The evil Genius of his Family 


Ne'er look'd ſo mad, nor threaten'd half the woe, 
As he did himſelf. 


Roch. Unhappy Piercy. 


Blunt. At firſt his ſight was pointed to the Earth, 8 
Then with a Groan, charg d with a Volly. of Sight, 

He lifted up his fatal Eyes on me, which I 

Could ſcarce behold with mine, they were ſo full 
Of pitying Tears 
Then fan into ſuch bitter, ſad Complaints 
Againſt our Sexes loath'd Inconſtancy, 
That I was forc'd to chide him 

Roch. Oh, no more: 


It wakes my drowſie Conſcience from its vet, 
And Tabs it with a Guilt, | 


# 


"+. 
Y-: 


Blunt Why, where is Piercy ? Has ſhe ſeen bim yet 5. 


Is. 


» - 


And on his Knees beſeech 
And beg the Queen, but once to ſee her Piercy ; 


Alas! I fear more than I can perform: 

This ſaid, I rife, and Piercy follow'd me; 

Therefore [ charge you, by the Power of F ets,” „ 
By Piercy's Woes, and all the Love you o Wwe  -/ 
To me! go and prevail that he may ſee her:  _ . 
He ſaid that you had Vow'd to being t to paſs. 


Ti bear her Body 1 in theſe Arms by force; py IE 
Her mind, I'm fore, is willing eo be with him. eee 5 


_ Thea ſtreight return to hold her in 3 


| May all thy cruel Sex be belt for 1 IE. Roch. 


This rare intelligence goes to my Woolſey, 
| Who'll ſend th Alarm to the watchful King; 
Streight to ſurpriſe him with his Wife, like Jaſon, 
Juſt ſtealing of his Golden Fleece away— 


5 Then on a ſudden a more adful tho * 
Upbraids me with Guilt, e 85 


And t tells me that kind Pity i is a Sin. 
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Blunt. But then at laſt MET nl vat 0. 
From railings into Mags a Areis nt ba geh, i V 
d me Rt I'd plead, e rf; 


Which I, rack'd with Compaſſion, promis'd him. 85. 45 


Roch. I'll doit inſtantly ; and if the will not, 


Blunt. She's coming {treight this way ; go quickly ou, 
(The miſerable Wretch is yet without,) 189 J y 7 > 


And give him notice, now's the time to ſpeak t t her, Hh 


1 * 


Till Prercy comes. 
Roch. So kind and pitiful 5 


Blunt. Sso— this has prov'd a lucky Tale, and now 


She comes, ſhe comes, this Player Queen; but know, 


| This is the laſt proud AR of all hy ſhow; 


This is a bait, kind Stars, if you'll not frown, ; 

With which [11 take Revenge, or catch a Crown: 

And when ſb” has got her Heav'n, and I my aim, 

Who then dares tell me that I was to blame! 
For who contemns a prolp' rous Wickedneſs, = 


Or thinks that 11}, that s Sainted with Succeſs, [Ex Blunt, 21 


Enter Queen with a Letter. 


en. What ſhall I do! W here teach my. trembling Feee 
Their w way! Was ever Vertue ſtorm'd like mine! 
Within, without, I am haunted all alike; _ 
Without, tormented with a jealous King 
Within, my Fears fuggeſt a thouſand Plagues, V 
Bid me remember injur d P:ercy's Wrongs, 5 . 
And brand me with the name of Cruel to him 3 


ANNA BULLEN. Ro, 
Witneſs, and blame not me, y' Immortal Powers! 18 5 

When you expoſe two diff rent Paths, one good, | 
The other bad, and tell not which to take: 
If to obey you is my Aim, juſt Heavn! N 
Tis not * fault if 1 ſhou'c chuſe the wrong. 


Enter Rochford. z 95 . e 


Roch. Siſter | Moſt Royal, Merciful, Fair, 5 
And belt below d of Heav n, and all Mankind, 5 
Let your dear Brother make it his Requeſt. 

Thus on his Knees, as Deities are Charm q, xy 
That you would hear th' unhappy Piercy ſpeak | oh 
| This once, and but this once——Pzercy's without; 
Shall my beſt Friend take but his laſt Farewel | ? 
Grant it, or never more let Rochford ſee you. 
Saucen. Oh Brother! plead no more, tis all in vain, 


Do hot betray thy Siſter to a Guilt, 


And ſtain the Chryſtal Vertue of a "Soul, Mp, 

Which {till ſhe holds far dearer than a Crown; > 

Seek not by vile Enchantments to deſtroy 

That Innocence, which yet is all my Force, | 

All the Defence poor Hullen has againſt 

A jealous Husband, cruel Foes, and worſe, | 

Azainſt the Malice of inveterate Hell. Ws 

Roch. What danger can there be? what Lvilt in Jou? 

To hear the Wretched, and the Injur d pray? _ 

Come; for you will, you ſhall, you muſt now heat him. 
Queen. No more! No more. There s yet a ſubtler Orator 

Than you, or Pity, pleads for Pierq here, n 

Here in my firm courageous Soul, and ſtronger VCC 

Than Father, Mother, or ten thouſand * . 
Yet I can that deny 10 0 15 . 

Roch. What ſhall I tell hlim ?:: 5 

Saucen. Tell him we are undone; I bib n not- ſee TOY 

And what's far worſe, the King is ealous; tell him 1 
I love him — Tell him what is alf bn im; de | Jug erg 
Say any thing; bur let me not behold o 

For oh! m Weakneſs he fo fierce alfaults, | 


I wrack 1 1 7 e. hs ke comes | 


Till ſpoil 
Moſt Cruel! crubi. A W bio ae 51 s, 9 
Help Take, -afid bear me Ka ier ch Ts" 


och, Caſt but one Look, and our Wuſt need relent. I by 
Queen, What ſhall Ido?” which QFallige ſhall chule? e we, 


Ale, — 0} Is TY kt 


% 


8 Thy falſe diſſembling Beauties 
Many when Wreck d, have been by Dolphins born, 
And ſafely landed on the welcome Shore: 


Nor can the Elements, nor gentler Brutes, 
Teach Woman to be pitiful or good. 


41 FERTUE Me 4: Dh, - 


Arm me, kind Heay'n ? Againſt my Foe . Pi 


Pier. Still, {till ſhe turas, and hides her rreach 'row k 27 


Is poſſible that ſhe can feel remorſe? _ 


Or Pity after all? O no; ſhe loves too well 


The fatal cauſe that purchas 'd all this Pomp 


Stay, Anna Bullen! Stay; my Queen perhaps 


It is expected | ſhould call you Queen : 28 
Behold your hatred 


Queen. Fly, good Percy, fly: 


There's Nets preparing for your life and mine—— _ 
There's nought but Snares and Quick-ſands were we tread, 
 Unfathom'd Pits hid under painted Grounds, 5 

Where vaſt Deſtruction Watches dercn s e 
Farewel. c 55 


pier. Hear me but firſt, and ſhew thy F ace, 


And in the Foreſts, nay, the Monſters Pens, 


Ihe Paſſenger, half-ſtarv'd for want of Food, 
Has by the Lions oft been ſpar d and fed: 
But cruel Hallen, cruel Beauty kills 


All whom it fetters, moſt on whom it ſmiles: 


Þ» 4 Is 


Queen. Now, now, jult Heav'n! y'are wowring al 1 your 'Plagnes 


At once upon my Head, and I will bear em 
Bear em like one of you, and bleſs the Weight; | 
Hear my ſelf falſe upbraided, called moſt Perjur'd, ft 
Deceitful, and the Monſter of my Sex 5. 7 
Ev'n I, (Who, you Re vengeſul Powers above 
Know) love this crul Chider to a fault! 


Ah Percy, Piercy — 


Fly; for life begone ; "ogg 


Each minute that you ſtay brings Death to both. 


Pier. Ah, hold! If not for Love, for Pity ſtay; -- 


And if no juſt complaint .can pierce your hearing, 
Then Bleſlings ſhall :. Ten thouſand Bleſſings on (IOW 
If you will har the curſt of Mankind ſpeak : 


Roch. Now, Siſter, heard you that! By Hear ns 1t melts 1 me. 


Sure I'm turn'd all the Woman, you the Man. 


Queen. Give me your hand, kind Brother, and ſupport me; 


Help, for I ſtagger with the treble Weight 


Of Grief, Deſpair, and Pity! - © 


My Senſes all are charm'd and Feet. faſt ty'd... 


To this inchanted E loor -Quick, or Pm loſt. 151 
Pier. Yet turn; If. there's one jot of Pity in yon; 


If Pierey e ex was, w a one Thought, I charge you, 


* che v'd Name © 0 Auna Ballen, 4 


What 


2 * p \ Bt Wi 
. 
i 
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What then, will athing move? Oh e e gb 168 © 96 

No not a Look ! not Pzercy worth one Look! © | 

"=o Rechford, hold! Canſt thou too be fo Cruel I: 

Fell and obdurate bot!!! REN Th 

Is there no hope? but will Jou; will you en F Ly 

Be gone * 5 | wy 1 1133 * 4 

 Oueen, Fly, Brother, e er it 15 too late; 481 din f 

For ſhould I liſten but a Moment V 

The ring I, te Hercules were not enough 

To draw me hence, ſo unruly is my-Body, 

And my unwilling Soul ſo loath to W 
Pier. Then with my Knees, thus faſtning to the ond 

Vour Robe, and thus with my extended Arms [Piercy Incels upon 

III force and Charm you, till y' have heard my laſt lber Robe. 

Complaint: And then forbear to pity if you can. 
| Queen, Why doſt thou hold ?- Why do I hold wy ſelf ? 
| Pier. Ten thouſand Curſes light upon her Soul 

In Hell; and worſe, what mine on Earth endures, | 

That firſt taught Woman Falſehood —U _ 

If for a Crown ſhe's falſe! Oh may that Crown 

Fit loathſome on her Forehead as her Crimes, 

May Adders neſt within th' Ambitious Round, 

And into Stings the fatal Ermins turn, - _ 

When dead, may all the Miſeries ſhe feels 

Be through the World recorded, as a Mark 1 

For faithful Lovers to beware, and ne er 

Be. nam'd without a Curſe, 
Qucen. Ah Cruel Prercy! p 
Pier. But for my Queen, let Heay'n and Angels guard her; . 

Her J except from any bitter Fate; 

Let Auna Bullen's Breaſt be ne'er diſturb'd, Ay ws * 

Nor Soul upbraided with the Wrongs of We my 

And oh, kind Heav' n! if there be any Sorrow 

(As ſure none e er can be) ordain'd for her, 

Falſe as ſhe is, I beg that it may fall 

Only on wretched Pierœ s Head May her 

Be all the Pleaſure ſtill, and mine the Pain. 55 

| Queen: O Gods ! Obdurate Heay'ns ! Cruel Honour! L, 

And yet more Cruel Virtue, hear and ſee/ PET Fe 
Pier. And when I ſhall for ever be recluſe,” 

As now I go to part with all Mankind, 

*T will be my Joy, ſometimes to think of you, 

And make me live, perhaps one Day the longer, 1 

When in my Melancholly Cell I hear . 

That the Crown flouriſhes on Bullen's Heat. 2 

Qucen. Ha! I'm o'erwhelm'd, the Sluces all are broke, LAſiac. 

And Pity, like a Foreeny pours * down; - | — 


Now Iam drowning, Alwichin6a Deluge; 
Wiſdom nor Strength can ſtem he ne 
And Nature in my Sepene er felt the: like 


Help Rochford, e er I'm rooted to this FV 


Away, away! The Ieaſi rd more undoes me. - 


Pier. Yet turn one Look u von me, e'er you go. 1 


Qucen. There take it, with my Liſe; perhaps the — 


| Take that too, Prercy, thou haſt been betray d lives him a 


Learn there th' W Bullen s F ate. Farewel . detter. 
Pier. Let ſtay The Soul ne ler parted with ſuch kung, 

5 F rom the pale Body, as you fly from me; 

Queen. Piercy ad jeu can —1 wil——I muſt: 


No more. 3 LE. Qu. an Roch. 


Pier. What, never ſee you more! She's gone, to. AS 

| She s gone, more lovid and beautiful than ver: 

And now methonght, ju ee ſhe parted from me, 
She ſhot a Look quite through my gory Heart, 

And left it Gaſping, Dying, and Deſpairing. 

What's here, a Letter! and the Character 

That I ſo oft have been acquainted, wrh? 

If theſe Eternal Kiſſes give me leave, . 

III break it open with as great a ee 

As I had leap'd into our Marriage Bed, 

And rifled all the Sweets and Fre nere 

What s this I read! . 


| Reads, | 


By Wiched W Agen Harry, 4 our Parents, 
7 was betray'd, and fore d to Wed ibe King s 
Who intercepted all thy Letters, * FX 
\ ith Sacramental-Oaths,. that thou wert Falſe, 
Aud. Marry'd Firft—Piercy: adieu, and Credit me, 


And that 7 lov d thee bet ter than my Lift. 
Burn? bis "ow Paper, teſt foe Fieua ed it. 5 
e BULLEN. 


She's Innocent! Oh “, 
She's Innocent! And * ſhe loves me ſtill. 
Sound, ſound my Joy, till my Exalted Soul 

Is wound up to th extremeſt pitch of Bliſs: 

Let Piercy never after this be ſad— 

Yet hold What dawn of Comfort can thou fy. 

In this Oh none This Gloworm. Spark, | 

This Glimpſe of Hope is vaniſh'd,cand I'm left 

In deeper Darkneſs, Horror, and Deſpair, 


FT han cer I was before 


e 
5 4 
* 

Des Po 
2 _ 
-* 

5 4 


tO. ANN A BOLLEN. 
oh Hwa Bullen! Curſt in being tru ?: 
And I more Curſt in knowing 1 it too late. Ig 


Ne. enter Queen and Rochford. 


| Ha: ! ſhe returns! The mournin An Icomes 


Again! Sure Heay'n's in love with both our Miferies, 


They look with ſuch a Pomp and Train! in me; 
And are ſo Beautiful in her; 

Seen. Well, Brother, 

And thou far ſtronger and Immortal Pi 


And more ImmortalLove, y' have brug t me batk— EL 
Ye have. What! What will you do with me now? 
Koch. Could any thing on Earth! er, or Panther, 


Much leſs a Creature form'd by Heav'n, like it: 
Could you, I ſay, refrain at fuch an Obje&! 
At the laſt Words of the unhappy Wretch, 
And not forbear to balm him 0 er in Tears 
Or elſe but hear him ſpeak, . 
| Queen. Now I'm inclos'd againt 
Tue Combat now grows fierce and ſtrong, and oh! a 
How weak an Armour Reſolution is, 
Againſt our Paſſions, or the Man belov'd: 
VvVirtue and Honour, hence be proud no more, 
Nor brag of your Dominion oer Mankind; 


Leſt Love, moſt fatal Love, too ſoon ſhould tell you; 


And make you feel, h'has mightier Chains than you 


See where he iz—Look Heay'n with tender Eyes; 


Give Counſel to my Juſt deſpairing Soul, 
And tell me, Pity 1s no Sin Ah Piercy ! F-. 5 


Pier. My charming Queen! my Auna Bullen once Ns 


Am] fo bleſt, and yet ſo wretched too, 
As what is written here contains; and tell me, 
May I believe that you can love me ſtill? 


geen. Oh Piercy ! Piercy! urge me not to tell you 4 


What Heav'n's Aulterity will not ene 
Nor force me to declare — 
What the Eternal ſees already written 
In too broad Characters within my Breaſt; 
How large, how deep thy Story's graven 209 | 
And what I dare not, never muſt Ufold—— 
Oh! TI have ſaid too much. | 
Pier. What! ſaid too much? 
Can you repent of one kind Thought of pero? 
And ſpitefully call back your tender Mercy! 1 


oy 


Nay, worſe; can you behold the almoſt Naked. 


And ſtarv d beſeeching Wretch, and ſtrive to pull 
The toter d Remnants from his quivering Joints, 
2. 


And 


* 
* 


46 FERTUE Beirayd: Or, 


And daſh the Pitcher from the greedy Lips:. 
Of one juſt ready to expire with Thirſt? __ 


Ch Cruel Queen: For Anna Buller would ET * 
She would not, would not uſe her Pierqy thus. 


Queen. Ceaſe, ceaſe ſuch founds-— — 


And turn thy ſad, reſiſtleſs Eyes away; 
For if I once behold thoſe I ears, an hear 


With his Guar 


Thy juſt Complaints, I can no longer hold, | 
But break I muſt through all the bonds of Virtue. | 


Nay, ſtood e Harry by, 


s of Devils, Palſy 85 Cardinals; 15 
In ſpight of all, in ſpight of more, my ſelf, 


I mull both ſee, hear thee, and ſpeak to thee, 
And pity thee.” Now are you ſatisfied? 


Pier. It is enough, bright Daughter of the Sky: Ts, 


X have conquer'd me, my. Deity, you have 


Here on my Knees, but yet ata di ance too, 1 
The Poſture of a Soul in Extaſy, 


T beg a thouſand Pardons of my Queen: 80 
A Look, a Sigh, a Tear, from Auna Bullen, 


Is far more worth than. all the trifling wrongs; 8 : | 


: Nay, than the Life and very Soul of Percy. 


Zucen. Help me juſt Heav'n, who ſees how P m wel, 


And what a weak Reſiſtleſs Wretch 1 am! 
Why d'ye impoſe on us ſo hard a Task? 


On poor Womankind, ſo feeble and frail, 


Making us here Commiſſioners of Virtue, 


$5 


Yet put by Drams and Scruples in the Balance, 
To Counterpoiſe and weigh down Fleſh and Blood. 
How weak's my Will to draw my Body hence; 
And oh! how loath my Eyes are to 1 

But wiſh for ever to be faſten'd on thee, 


And look one Look to vaſt Eternity; 


Yet we muſt part, Ah, Piercy! part for ever- . 


Pier, Ah ſay not ſo + muſt we fo ſoon, my en, 


Is then this Moment's Bliſs ſo Criminal, 


That it muſt forfeit all my precious Hopes | 
Of an Aſſurance once to meet again! n 
Queen. My Mind now bodes to me, that is our laſt; 
Let I mult bid thee go: There is no Joy for us; 
The World's a Deluge all to thee and ne 

There is no reſt, my Piercy, in this World, 

No Sanctuary to lay the weary Head 

Of the undone, th unpity'd, and betray d. 


Farewel: There's ſome what riſes o er my Soul, e e 
iQ ; 112171 

And covers it as with a fatal Cloud e 

2 — Death, and Fear. It cannot bei N 


7 pts | 43 OL 8 r 4 f 9 
| „ IN. 4 ; 
© ANNA, BULLEN: 47 | 
n Sting of parting cannot. do all Ne 63064900) LL en 3 
Farewel, Fare wel. e 3E- 1 
Pier. Stay; muſt we part for ever? eee vt. 2 i 
g What never! Never meet again: rene or e i 


Queen. Never till we are Clay, and then perkinps, 125 
Neglected as we were in Life, thrown out in ants We 
Some charitable Man may be ſo kind, S 
To give our poor forſaken Bodies Burial, 3 — 
Laying em both together 1 in one Bed 1755 en os 1 
85 Hah ' The time's $ come, »My Fatal Doom's at Chand.” C. 


Three drops of Blood falls from ber Ny 9 
2nd ſlams her err wh, LC 
Behold, the Heay' ns in characters of Blood, | 
In three inevitable Props, 10 1 232 ua, : 4 
Have ſeal'd it, and decreed that it is now! i 1 e | 
Ah Percy ! Flv, and leave me here alone, 

To ſtem this mighty Torrent of my Fate, FN i 
Be gone, while I have Life to bid thee go: - 
For now Death ſtops my Tangas 4 gigs 45; [Ste Sons. 4 
__ Prer. My Lord — EASY 2 

She faints—— My Life! My Auna Ballen . F 

Or your Commands hal fetter me no more; 

But break I will through all the Bars of diſtance, 
And catch thee thus, thus hold thee in my. Bens, 
Rochford" O help to call her back inn IT 
Hold, ſtop thy flight; thou precious Air return: 

Far richer than that rare immaculate Breath, | 
Which Nature's God breath'd in the firſt of Mankind! 
Koch. Wake Siſter, wake! Behold no Danger's nigh» 

Queen, Ah Piercy | Now I wake, with Courage now 
To meet my Fate; and ſee where it ee T6 - 


Ester Cardinal, N orthumberland, and . 


pier. Ha oolſe J and my Father with the Guards! oF 
Card. My Lord, &er we diſcover our Commiſſion, a 
Pray let your Son be parted from the Queen, 
Leſt the wrong d King ſhould ſee him in his Rage, 

And execute his worſt of Fury on him. - 
Worth. Son! tho' you have committed, in the Court, Dn 
e greateſt Crime, againſt your Royal Maſter, FR 8 
That e'er a Subject can be guilty of; ES, 3 1 
Let in reſpect of my 10 Hairs and Tears, PAS 55 | 
| He has been pleas d to ſpare. your forfeit Life: © | 
Therefore be gone A Minute's ſtay is 19. ws oro 4 
=o hh Guards, res him, ik le goes not willingly, . 3 3 1 
le | hs | = And | 4 


Is coming ſtreight to viſit her, as kindly 


. 4 s 9 4 þ . « . . { 
. mA N 15 % ah 
4. : I 


1 7 SY bl 54 * 
2 4 : Oe? - 
a a * 
2 x . 
wp *, SIE... 


enn INA Y , * 8 mal R . an * p \ 
" Jabs be! 110808. * 1 * * N „ n Pf ch a N 2 ay L J « 1 | oy _ 
Re En Oi A I ST 0 N * 7 \ * , %'Þ — - 4 9 9 
N 4 7 * 5 * 45 : * . 1 5 
7 * N 7 E . % l 1 * % 4 y 1 , - 
- K 9 *. » Yoo y 7 = ' 7 
" * ? „, _ jp 
{ W 3 
— . . . 
* 
' 1 
N 5 * 7 


5 carry bim iteight by aso age. e e as 
ithout reply. 9255 NS ok 

pier. Obediently I'll go, 10 , 30 e 750 : 3 
If you will promiſe me that you have ate C 
Againſt the ſacred:Perſon of the Queen, Ly Mo : 
And will not touch her: For 'tis greater Sacriledge, * 
Than 'tis to hurt an Angel, cou'd it be, 1 5 
dhe is ſo Innocent, ſo Chaſt, and Pure. ee WO eee : 
Elſe I'm reſolv'd to ſtand, no Rock fo firm, ff.. ne: 
Fixt like the Center to the Maſſy Globe: OE dt RE WE de 
You ſhould as ſoon remove ſtrong Hercules, 
With his Hands graſping both the Poles of Heaven, 
As force me from this F ooting, where I ſtand, 
And ſee the Queen but, threatned, or in danger. Fg 
Card. My Lord, on both our Honours, the Queen? 5 Perſon 39 
Shall be inviolate and ſacted always; ; 
Nor know we ought againſt her But che King 


As he was wont: Therefore you muſt be gone „ 
Wie haye no other reaſon but your ſafety. Fo 
Pier. I fear! For ah! what Truth can come from thee? 
Thou ſpeak'ſt but at the-ſecond:hand from Hell— 
Kind Sir, may I believe what Moolſe ey fays? 
Card. Confirm it, good my Lord, of you'll "x 
North. Tis true, what the great Cardinal has told vou. 
Qacen. Go, Piercy; and miſtruſt not more than I; GR: | 
Be gone, if I have Power left to Command; „ 5; 
Leave me to Innocence, and Heav'n that will not Ts 
Permit a Soul that never did any' al, 
To feat it. 

pier. Then VII go- -But oh rol Heay' n! 
And all you Angels, pagan regs r oo Sn 
All you right Guards to the moſt Hi igh — OT 8 
You kindeſt, gentleſt, mildeſt Planets, 1 RIP 
You lefler Stars, you fair innumerable, 
And all you bright Inhabitants above, 
protect the Sacred Perſon of the Queen; 
And ſhed your balefull'ſt Venom on their Heads, 
That think to ſtain a Wien like 10 feinen. . 
FE 1 41 5 E= dier o 
Queen. Farewel. 2 | 

Card. John Viſcount l by 1 king 8 CY” 
W? Arreſt you here of Capital High Treaſon, _ 

Queen. Hear Heav'n! My Brother faln into the Spars | 

Card. And'tis his pleaſure that you {treight be ſent 7 
Cloſe Priſoner to the Tower, with th the ee a 
Who 1 1s 8 with Jou. to be G eu“ 


* 
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of the ſame henious Crime: Guards ſeize his Perſon; r 
Roch. Baſe Villain! Traitor ! Foolfey! ſay, for what? 
Queen. No matter. Let Aa Woman teach t ee Courage: : 

Ne er ask for what, ſince tis his wiſe Decree 
Above, who gave us with a liberal Hand, 

And ſate us on the higheſt Spoke of Greatneſs, 

No longer than he pleas'd to call us down: 
Well, whoſe turn's next? Come, dart your worſt, my Lords, 
And meet a temper'd Breaſt, that knows to bear. 

By my bright hopes, y are more afraid than jj 
I did expect you would begin with me! 

Curd. Moſt Royal Madam, oh! I wiſh the King 

Had choſen ſome leſs unwillig than our — : 

To Execute this moſt deteſted Office: 

In witneſs of it, on our Knees with Tears, 

And Sorrow, we our ſad Commiſſion tell: 

It is the King's moſt fatal Pleaſure too, 

That ou be ſent a Priſoner to the Tower, 

And thence immediately to ee your Try N 

FTaoch. Tryali Oh her wron A nnocenee! For what? 

. Queen, No more, dear Brother; let us both ſubmit, 

And give Heav n Thanks, and our wolt Gracious King: 

Fior Im not fo preſumptuous of m . 5 
But think, Dear Rochf+ ord, that both you and 1 

Have once bende in our erring Lives, 

Something, for which we juſtly merit Death, 

Though not, perhaps, the thing we are accuſed of. 


Enter the King in a Fury, with Letters in his Hu 
5 Attendants and Guards, 


Card The King i is here!? 
Qucen, Then he is'Merciful. 
King, Where is this Woman! Tis moſt abhor'd of Wives? 
This Scandal to her Sex, my Crown and Life! 
What by your Minion? Oh good-natur'd Husband! 5 
Down on your Knees, and thank me for the favou 
See——here are Letters faln into my Hands, 1 
Where your dear Brother ſays he has enjoy d you. 5 | | 
[Gives the Letters to the Queen | 
| Oh chou more damn'd, and more infatiate far | 
Than Me{/alina, ſhe was Chaſt to thee. ö 
Her, halt the Men and Slaves of Rome . | 
Could ſatisfie, but thou, not all Mankind; | 
With Husband, Brother, Kindred | in the Number. 122 ves 1 
Queen," Oh Heav'nly Pow'rs ! oh Guard of Innocence Lem Roch. 2 ; k 
What do I ſec here ! O Sacred Sir: 7 | 
| Ou ü | f 
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You took me to your; Royal Beda, 1 4K 5 1 
The moſt unworthy of the mighty Favour; PAT cr GC 
Oh throw me into Dungeons ſtrei Fs or take 1 e £97, Ie S 
Away my Life, that ne er offended, you = 5 
Take all in recompence from Auna Fallen , oy 
Ti yours; but do not rob me of m Fan 
Nor ſtain my Virtue with fo foul a Guilt. 
Roch. What's here; 07 amorous Letters: ſent to Blant | A 
Has ſhe betray'd me! ; 
King. I will hear no more IT the Queen, 5 
Koch. Ah, Royal Sir, theſe Letters I confeſh ou. 5 
King. Damn thy hot duſtful Breath; thy Poyſonous . N 
Here, take em hence, to Tortures, Racks, to Death. 124 
? Queen. O Sir! Jam prepar'd for any Death; ; 
For worſe than Death, a thouſand, thouſand Torments; $ we 
And if you think em all not Pain enough, BY F 
Here hs Advice of Woolſey, he'll inſtru: you ; C 
Tell you how you may plague this hated „„ 
But do not think that I'm ſo loath d a Creature. 5 
King. Quick; take away thy Hands, or I will force thee | 
” Dares. You ſhall not, cannot, till I've ſworn the Truth: 
For by th' unfpoted Babe within the Womb, 
That yet lies wrapt in Innocence, unborn; 
By injur'd Truth, by Souls of martyr'd Saints, 
By you, my Lord, my Husband, my King! 
And by the King of Kings, the King of 42 n, 
I'm wrong'd! Ah Royal, Gracious Sir, I'm wrong'd. 5 
Kling. Unhand me; or l'Il ſpurn thee from thy hold 
| Seize, ſeize on Piercy —By my Life, who begs -[To the Guards. 5 
In his behalf 'sa Traitor, worſe than he 5 50 North, who Aneels. 3 
Here is another Letter too, it is from Norris, © 
Who much commends your darling, ſecret Beauties, . 
And ſweetneſs of your Lips; Yet you are wrong d 
Here's Notes of your Mulician too, that charm d you. 
Eternal Hell! where's ſuch another Monſter? 5 


jb» # 


T have more Horns than RY Foreſt hogs 1 


FE. 3 Attendmts. 
Roch Ah Sifler! What dire Fiend muſt puniſh Rochford; ha 
; W it 


ANN A BULLEN. 


What will become of me; the Cauſe of all? 299 N 
_ = Queen, Fear not: Heav' n knows thy Innocence, agd mine 
What tho' we ſuffer here a little ſhame! 
Tis to reward our Souls above, and with” 
Immortal Reſtitution Crown em there——— 
We two liv'd in one Mother's ſpotleſs Womb; > 
And then we ſcarce had purer Thoughts than now! 
And ſhortly we ſhall meet together RR 
7 One Grave. | 
Roch. O fon not fo: Death dare not be hh Ga. 
Queen. Ceaſe Brother, ceaſe; fay not a word in anſwer j % 
But lead me, like a Valiant Man, to Chains. 
i Come, let 8 prepare — But firſt my Pomp adieu! 


LAneeli, and lays down her Crown, ; 


4 F rom Heav'n I did my Crown and Life r 
And back to Heav'n both Crown and Life T'll give; 
And thus, in humble poſture, lay it down | 


With greater Joy % [ Riſes. 


And now I tread more light, and ſee from far 
A Beamy Crown, each Diamond a Star. 
But oh, you Royal Martyrs ! Ceaſe a while 
Your Crying Blood, that elſe muſt Curſe this Iſle ; En 
Of the Imperial ask it with my Pray £5... 
For you are ſtill the neareſt Angels there 
Then Richard, Edwards, Henry, all make room, 5 
The firſt of flaughter'd Engliſh Queens I come: 
| Let me amongſt your glorious, happy Train, 


Free from "00 hated ag ang Traztor' 's 2 . ee 


. 


ACT V. SCENE L 


Enter Cardinal and Blunt ſeveraly. 
Card. Uckieſt of Omens do 1 meet my Juno! 

3 My Fair, Illuſtrious. Partner in Revenge! 
Come, tell the News that your glad Eyes proclaim: 
Speak, by thy Looks I know it muſt be well. 15 
Is ſhe Condemn'd ? Shall Rome be Abſolute? _ 
Shall Woolſey Reign, and ſhall my Blunt be Queen 3 

Blunt. "Tis as thou ſay'{t, moſt mighty of thy Function? ? 
Greateſt that e'er adorn'd this r 
Theſe Eyes ſaw the bright Exgliſ Sun Eclips'd, 
And what is more, Ecſips'd by Thee and Me, 
Caſt by her aweful Judges from her Height, 
And and ſham d, as r from Heav'n, 
And fore'd to beg it, "nd the mildeſt Sentence, WAH 


To * her Head. 6 H T : Card. 
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Card. Then there's an end of Buller. 


' Thoſe Letters counterfeited by the Fool 


„ Fen TUE Resser. or. 


Blunt. And what to ſee, gave me the greater Joy, —_ 


Her Brother, were the ſtrongeſt Proofs againſt h her; „ 


So the ſame Papers which by your Advice 
J got convey'd into her Cabinet, ; 
Were the ſubſtantiall'ſt Circumſtances | found, 
25 For which ſhe dies. 
Curd. O Juſt and Sacred Rage, 5 
Revenge! Thou greateſt Deity on Earth! 
| And Woman's Wit the greatelt of thy Council. 
Blunt. Weought to yeil before your Prieſtly Robe; 
5” My Crown of Wit ſhall ne'er ſtand Candidate 
With yours; and yet 1 dare be bold to ſay, 
This 1, and Malice would have done alone, 
Without the mighty. Aid of V ang 8 rain. oy 
Card. Then nothing's to be 
5 But take the vanquiſht Crown from Bullen's Head, 
And place it ſuddenly on Yours. 8 
Blunt. For which, | 8 0 
K _ gracious Waolley, 1 vill ſo Nen vou. 2 
| Enter to tbem Tieter. . 


Pier. Blackneſs Eternal eover all che World! - 


Infernal Darkneſs, ſuch as Egypt felt, 
When the Great Patriarch curs'd the farted Land, 
And with a Word extinguiſht all the Light. 


one by Fate, nor Walfe , 


3 


Blunt. See Piercys here! More mad than we are Joyful: 


Does t not make young the Blood about thy Heart, 
F ſee that our Revenge not ſingly hits, 
But, like a Chain. ſhot, carries all before It? 


- Card Let us avoid don intend to fee. v 


The Queen receive her Death: But I, to hide 
The Pleaſure that perhaps the ſight would give me, 
Will paſs this Day at Eſher, like a Mourner. 


A Per. Behold, the Sun ſhines ſtill : inſtead of Darkneſs 


Von Azure Blue 0 'unſpeckled with a Cloud ; 
The Face of Heav'n ſmiles on her as a Bride, , 
This Day, the Sun ſits mounted on his Chariot, 
And darts his ſpiteful Beams in ſcorn of Pity; _ 
Bates not a jot of the Illuſtrious Pomp,, | 
He ſhould have furniſh'd on her Wedding * :. 
Heav'n looks like Heay'n till, Nature as twas, 
Men, Beaſts and Devils; every thing that lives 
Conſpires, as pleas d at Auna Bullen's Fall., 
Behold, jult Powers! the Curſes of the Land! | 
Stay you Amphibious Monſters, Prieſt, and Devil: 
And ge if it can be, worſe . both? 


thro; tbe Card. 
aua Blunt. 
Lou 


3 Wi far more dreadful Pair than thoſe that firſt 


A. 
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ANNA BULLEN. 


| Betray'd poor eaſie Man, and all Mankind?! 
TY Thou fatal Woman, Thou? and Serpent, Thou! 
By whole ſole Malice (oh that Heav n ſhould let 1 1 9 
A greater Innocence this Das fallen, a 
Than ever bleſt the Walks of Paradiſe. EE 
Card. My Lord, I ſhall acquaint the King with this, . 
And thoſe juſt Lords the Judges of her Cauſe, 5 
Whom your baſe Malice wrongs——But I'm above i. 


| Fareyel. Lx. Card. ana Blunt. 


3. Bold Traytors! Hell. hounds ! Hear me firſt; 
Stay you infectious Dragons; do you flye!  _ 
Does Anna Bullen's Chaſtity and Vertue, 


— 


Wrat in this Angry Fore-head, make you far. [Ercan 


Euter Diana to him. 

What, che fair, wrong d Dianas Face i in Tears! 

Can Anna Buſllen's Miſeries Attract 
The nobleſt of Compaſſion, Pity from | 

A Rival's Breaſt! Thou Wonder of thy Sex! 

How far more Wretched mak ſt thou Percy (ill, 
When I behold how much thou doſt deſerve, 1 #42 

0 And I ſo very little have topay! c- 

Dian. What Rocky-heart could have refrain d from Pity, 
Jo ſee the Sight that I did! Any thing, 
But Man, moſt Cruel Mankind, ſhould have griev'd; 

Tygers and Panthers would have wept to ſee her; 

And her baſe Judges, had they not been Men, 

Would have bemoan'd her like departing Babes. 
Pier. Is Rochford too Condemn n 
Dies Alas! de i,. FED 
Rochford and Norris baths receiv'd Fake Sentence, 
And both behav'd themſelves like Gallant Men 
hut for the Queen Ah Prercy, ſuch bright Courage 


No Thought can DiRate, nor no Tongue Relate : - 


When ſhe was tax'd with that unnatural Crime, 
$ Adultery with her Brother; {Tis a Sin 
That e&'er it ſhould be nam'd) At firſt ſhe ſtarted, 
And ſoon an Innocent, not Guilty, Red =) 
Adorn'd her F ace, and Sainted it with Tears; 
But ſtreight conceiving it a Fault, ſhe Smil'd, 
Wip'd off the Drops, and chid the Bluſh away. 
Pier. When I am Dead, may my fad Tale be bleſt, 
And have no other Tongue, but thine to teH it. 
| Dian. Then with the Meekneſs of a Saint ſhe ſtood, 
Wich ſuch amazing Oratory, dazled, 
And like the Sun, darted quite through her Judges, 
And ſhamd their Guilt, that 1 durſt look upon ker” : 


ar 
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But oh What deſtin'd in the blackeſt Pit 5 
* Of Hell; what Innocence can ne'er withſtand: Bee 

x: 8 What e'er ſhe ſaid, that Angels cou'd not Re | 
-».*-. Andibewda Soul, no Chryſtal nigh fo clear; IIS wo 
ITS, Tho' all appear'd to be the Plot ERC ooo itn 
Let was ſhe Guitly found, and, oh, ſaid Peirey \ 5 5 
(May all Eyes weep at it, like chine and mine) 
Condemn'd . OR 8 2 
Pier. Hell dare not think it. e OL oat. 
Dian. The Cruel Duke of Norfolk, her Relation, „„ A Is ge 
As Steward for the Day, pronounc'd the Sentence. 
Pier. And my hard-hearted Father too was there. 
Dian. My Lord! What ſaid you? Your hard. hearted Father E 
Oh blotted let it be from all Records, TN 
And never he in England's Annals read, 

What I'm about to tell you. Her own F ather, 

The Earl-of Willſbire, late amongſt her Judges. 
Pier. O Monſter damn'd: than Cruel Titan worſe, 
That eat up his own Iſſue as he got em. 

Dian. Behold, the King! All Knees are bent, all Hands, 

All good Men's Eyes lift up to Heav'n and him, Is 

To 18 the Life of Her that glads the World. 

Pier. Make uſe of all thy Woman's Art to win him; 

Let all Petition him that ſhare her Blood, 

Matrons, Wives, Virgins, all the Charming . 

Dian. Do you withdraw, You but incenſe the King 

Ive Fet a ſoft Experiment to try, ; 

Shall pierce his ſtubborn Nature to the Oak. 8 

Wt Pier. That Angel, th'ar . with, proſper thee = 
. Enter King aud Attendants... 
e bn: King. Piercy | Did I not charge he ſhould be ſeisd? 
. „ [To the Guards, who go out to ſeize Piercy. 
7 "Wow by the Sacred Crown of Englands Monarchs, a 
Let none entreat me upon pain of Death? - go Petitioners, 
What's here? A Liſt of baſe Petitioners 
For Norris's Life! Hell and Confuſion ſeize ' em: 
| Have I not, like a Rock againſt the Seas, 
And Mountain ''sain{t the Winds, {tood thus unſtaken, 
Deny ' dall Zng/land's Prayers, and Tears of Angels? 
Nay more, this Heart, that pleads with mortal pangs 
For my dear Auna Bulleus Life? And ſhall I 
Pardon a Slave before I would my Queen? 
Enter Northumberland, Who Kueels. 
King. Why doſt kneel? - 

Nirth. | met my Son this moſt unlucky Moment, 
Juſt as the Guards were ready to obey, 
And Execute Four fatal Orders on him, 
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Who in Nepal, or rather in Obedience, 
Making a faint reſemblance to reſiſt:;: 
As they were ſtriving to put by his Sword, 

He on a ſudden open d wide his Arms, 
And on his Breaſt receiv'd a wilful Wound. | 
I kneel with humble Prayers, that his diſaſter . © 

Would mitigate your preſent and Juſt Fury: 
And grant my Son his freedom, till his hurt 


— 


% : 
8 * 1 


5 I” 


King, 'Be it ſo. 


Euter Diana, leading the Youn a Pr Princeſ Elizabeth, as 2 ; 
Dian. Pardon this bold Intruſion in your Preſence, 5 


Tour Daughter, Sir, this little Princeſs here; 
Poſſeſt with Woman's Rage, and far above 
The little ſparkling Reaſon of a Child, © | 
Scream'd for her Father; where my Father, ca ſhe; 
-And as we brought her to you, ſtill ſhe cry, 
_ Unleſs ſhe ſaw her Father, ſhe wou'd die. 
King. What wouldſt thou have, my little Betty, by? 
Child. But will you promiſe me that you'll not frown, 


= And ery aloud Hough? and then indeed III tell you. 


King. 1 do, Come, let me take thee in my Arms „ 
Child. No: But I'll kneel : For I muſt be a Beggar, ER 


And I have learnt, that all who beg of you, 
Mult do it Eneeling. 55 


North, Prettieſt Innocence! 


King. Well then, what is't my little Pratler, ſay: 
Chill I'm told that ſtreight my Mother is to die, 

Yet I have heard you ſay, you loy'd her dearly: 

And will you let her die, and me die too? FO 
King. She muſt die, Child; there is. no harm in Death; 

Belides the Law has ſaid it, and ſhe muſt, 
_ Child, Muſt! is the Law a greater King than you? 

King. O yes. But do not cry, my pretty Betiy. 

For ſhe'll be happier when ſhe's dead, and 80 

To Heaven. 

Child. Nay, I'm ſure ſhe4l go to Heaven. 
King. How art thou ſure? 

Child. Some-body told me ſo. 

Laſt Night when 15 was in my ſleep. 

King. Who was it? 


Child. A fine old Man, like my God- father Cranmer.. 


Card. Ay, there's the Egg that hatcht this Cockatrice, 


Child Pray Father, what's that huge, tall, Bloody Man! 7 
I neter ſaw him but once in all my life, 


And then he frighted me. He looks for all 5 
The World, juſt like the picture of the Pope. King 
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Nor, never will. * 


He! is à fine old Man too, if vou ſaw him. 7 % PS 


In all my life, But you forget your Child, . 
Dear Father, will you ſave my Mother's Life? 7 


'Y'are not my Daughter: 


But oh you'l never hear me what I have to ſay, 
As long as he, that Devil 2885 ſtands by 


Unleſs it be is hide his Cloven feet... ” 
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"Fin. Why, don't you love the Pope? Ot e 
Child. No indeed don't I, Fe pk Sans PORT 5 


King. Ay, but you mult, my Dear; 


Card. Go, yare a little Heretick. 
Cbila A Heretic!!! 


3; Pray Father, what does that bold Fellow call me? 


What's that? 1 „ „ 


King. Why, that's one that forfakes the right, %%ͤ;;ð᷑'bv rg” 
And turns to a new, wrong Religion. n 
- Child, Then 1'm no Heretick : For I neer turn a „ ONS. 


King. You muſt not call me Father: For ny 17 Fw ig : 


Child. Who's am 1 then? LS 
Who told you ſo? that ugly old, bald Prieſt? 2? 


He tells Untruth. I'm ſure you are > my Father? | TO TIEN. 


King. How art? e 
Child. Cauſe I love none fo wet as you=-— „%% So 


Your Elbow. ON N 
King. Ha! what Devil? OS %%% wp En aw as 
- Child, That Red Thing there. ee 
King. Oh Child; he is no Devil, he's a Cardinal. 5 
Child. Why does he wear that huge, long Coat then? ? 


Card. Sir, all's deſign'd by Cranmer for the Queen, 


Of whom ſh'has learn'd this Leſſon like a Parrot. 885 5 . | 


King. Take her away, I were a Fool indeed, 4. 

If Women's Tears, and Children's idle prattle, 1 
Should change my fixt Reſolves, and TOR my — 
Away with her. Ea, , 
Child. Oh, but they dare no: | . 
Father, will you not let your Feri kiſs you? 
Why do you let em pull me from you ſo?” 
I neer did anger you: 
S ſave my Mother, dear King- Father bo,” 
if you hate her, we will promiſe both,  - 
That ſhe and I will go a great huge wa 
And never ſce you more. 

King. Unlooſe her; bough ! E 
Hence with her ſtreight: : I will not hear her prate . 
Another word. Go, yare a naughty Girl. CRT 

Chula. Well} m reloly'd * Lam "grown a Women, — — 

| Il 


= OO. ANNA BULLEN. e 7 
u be * and ery, Hough too. 
_ Lex. Diana, Princeſs, Women. 

Ha spirit! 15 


5 Mount all the Nie brigt and guard the Gates, 
Then bring the Priſoners forth to Execution: 
Norris, and Rochford firſt, and then the Queen: 
My Lord Northumberland, be it your Task; 
Diſpatch my Orders ſtraight, and fetch the Traytors— . 
| What's this that gives my Soul a ſudden Twitch? 
And bids me not proceed. * Ha! is't 1 


Shall Pity ever fond the Breaſt 6f Harry ! 


ITis but a flip of Nature, and VII on. . 

Think on thy Wrongs; the Wrongs her Luſt has den thee, 

And ſweep away this loath'd inceſtuous Brood, 

As Heav'n would drive a Plague from off the Land: 

Think thou ſhalt have thy Seymour in thy Arms,, 
Who ſhall reſtore thy loſs with double Charms: . e 
And though my Hullen fets this Night, aud dies, 
| Seymonr,next Morn, like a new Sun Thal rife, [Ex-King, Attendants. © 

_ _ North. With an unwilling Heart, I take this Office, ng 


And Heav- n, if Auna Buflen's Innocent, 


Forgive me, ſince it is my King's Command: 
My Breaſt is fad, and tender for her, all; 
Tho Pzercy neter can Riſe, but by her Fall — _ 
Enter to him Rochford, Lieutenant, and Guards. 
"3 _ Wil't not be granted, that 1 here may ſee 
My Siſter &er I dye, to part with her? 
8 23 There is my Lord Northumberland, he'll tell you. 
Roch. My Lord y'are come to ſee a wretched —_ 
Of Orcs Iſſue leave this fatal World: i 
Shall we not meet, and take our laſt Farewel. 
 Nerth. Norris, my Lord, is now upon the Seaffold, 
Then your turn follows; but before that time, 
1 gueſs the Queen wall be prepar d, and come. 8 
Koch. Forgive me, Heav'n, my Paſſion, and my Crime, 


: For Nature's choice of a wrong, fatal Object, 


8 Have 2 ay that 107d ſo well as I. 


Loving too well, what in effect was ill. 
O all you ſtrict Idolaters of Beauty ! 
You fond, ſevere Adorers of that Sex, 
. Who think that all their Vices cannot Center 
In one vile Woman's Breaſt ; fee, and repent! | 
Eehold 'em all together 
In the Infernal Blunt, in her they? re fix'd. | 
Thus have they all been curſt, and thus they all 


Euter 


38 FERTUE Betray'd: C Or, I OR 
Enter Queen gong to Execution all in White ; - Diana, Wontn | 
In Mourning ; Guards, 

| Oven, Come, where are thoſe muſt lead me to m ny Fate: ? | 

Toa more Glorious Happy Marriage-Bed. 5 
And my Eternal Coronation- Day- 
What Piercy's Father! muſt he do the Office? 8 

Still I can bear it all, and bear it Bravely. 455 ö 

North. Madam! It is the King's ſevere Command, . 

That I attend your Majeſty to th' Scaffold. * 

Queen. Enough, my Lord, you _ have ſpar d chat ride ** 
Alas! I wiſh it ever had been ſpar'd , 
| 1 ſhould have been, if Malice had not reign' a, 
Lour Piercys Wife, the Scope of my Am ition : 
1 ner had then been mounted to a Throne; * 

Then this unhappy Hour had never bee. | 
Roch, Mind this you Rocky World, and Wie! in ! 1 
Such Words as theſe the Heav'ns muſt weep to hear, 

And make you Marble Roofs diſſolve in Tears. 

Queen. What! do you weep to ſee your Miſteeſs glory ! 

4 That ſhall ſtreight wipe off the ſtain on Earth 

She bears, with an unſpotted Fame in Heav'n? 

I charge you, by my hopes, and by your hopes, 
When you are going where 1 ſoon ſhall go; 
By the Illuſtrious Pomp I long to meet; Tt: 

The Sacred, Juſt Rewards of 1njur'd Truth; 

Acquaint this Noble Lord, and all here preſent, 
I &er you ſaw in all my Nights or Days, 

Or in my looſer hours of Mirth or Humour, 

The ſmalleſt ſign of .that moſt horrid r 5 

That I'm Condemn d for? —Why are you all dumb? | 

If you are loth to tell it whilſt I live, Ka 
Proclaim it when I'm Dead, to all the World, . 

That Heay'n may bar the Gates of Bliſs en me, 

And throw me to the blackeſt of Hell's Dungeons, 

Where all Diſſemblers at their Death ſhall howl. | 

Wom. Alas! moſt Glorious Miſtreſs, none can wii 

Themſelves more Innocent for Death than you. ; 

QSucen. What, doſt thou Weep, unhappy Erother too ! 

On ſhew me not ſuſpeRed, nor thy ſelf 

So guilty, by ſuch ſoftnels——=learn of me! 

This Breaſt that's petrify d by conſtant Woes ! 

By all my Wrongs, m' 5 "EIS and my Cauſe, 

Who ſees me weep, they ſhall be Tears of Joy. 

Who grieves to leave the World, ſhall never come 
Where I am going, where all Sorrow' s baniſh'd. 
Koch. Though I am innocent, my Fate is not; 5 
Tis that has been unjuſt to thee and e, 2 
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* Queen, Tho' tis a Common, tis a Fatal Sign, | e n 
We weep when we are born: But it ass 
More Ominous, and much more Fatal prov d, 
From theſe prophetick Eyes there guſh d a ſhower, 
When Farry gave his Faithleſs Hand to me; 
And on my Coronation- Day the like, 
My boding Heart another Tribute rack'd; 
Mlethought there ſate a Mountain on my Head, et 
The Curſes of wrong'd Katherine weigh'd me Went Þ 
And made my Crown indeed a Maſly Crown. 
 __ Koch, Deny me not a little tender Grief, 
For every drop of Blood that's to be e, 
Of that melt able Maſs of thine, 1 r.” 
My Soul muſt rack a thouſand Years i in u Hell. » 
Deen. Forbear ſuch words You have not injur'd mez 
I might as well tax Providence, as you; 
For Heav'n, that heard the Perjury of Villains, 
Might, if it pleas'd, have choak d em with its Thunder, 
Or ſent em with a Lightning · blaſt to Hell: 22 
But he has bent their Rage another way, non Whiſpers North 
And on their Malice we ſhall ſafely e 
As on a Cherubim, to Heav' n. 
North. My Lord, e LNG? 
| You muſt prepare; a Meſſenger is is come, 
Who brings the News that Norris is beheaded. 
Queen. Alas! unhappy Norris! art thou Dead? 
Vet why do I ſo much wrong to pity thee? | 
-Thou'rt happier by ſome Moments now chan I. TOE: 
 Rech, Come! Lead me to my reſt, my reſt from wrongs. 
Now, Auna Bullen, teach me all thy Courage; 
5 187 Innocence, that makes the Heav'ns amaz a. 
And the more guilty Angels bluſh to ſee, * 
HNelp me to pals this Rubicon of Parting, 
This mid-way Gulph that hangs 'twixt Earth and Sky! 
Then that bleſt Region, all beyond is de N 
And Ceſar was not half fo Great as I. 
Zucen. Go! be a lucky Harbinger for me; 
Tell all the Saints, and Cherubims, and Martyrs, 
Tell all the wrong'd, That now are righted there, 
Till it ſhall reach the high Imperial Ear, 
That Anuua Bullen is a coming ſtreighht. 
Koch. Wilt not embrace thy dying Brother firſt ? 7 
One Father and one Mother gave us Birth; 1 0 
And one Chaſte, Innocent Nature's Bed ede Un 
- Theſe are our Parent's Arms, and ſo are thine. 
Then all you Saints above, and Men below, 
Bear Watnels and I Yow it on wy Death, 
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O may it lull thee, and not 
| Softer than Infant's Dreams, or with: leſs: ban 15 
N I tis to ſleep, or to. he horn agaln——— le R Roch, % 


F A greater yet 


Infuſe ſome of thy Mother's lateſt Breath 
In Eleſlings on N tender, blooming eb 4 Of 
What's this that tempts me with:a Mother s Fondneſs! 


wi... 


6% FER DDE Nuo. 450 0 „ | 
Tt 15 the greateſt firſky: anden Favour: : 3 6 . F 
Queen. In ſpite of Scandal, Malice, and. He World; . 

Nay, were the Kings. andiour vile: Judges b Fo 


SINCE Heay' n is ſatisfy 'd; ii no Sin, 24 Te : 1 + 0 \ + i991 a 
T will embrace thee, think I've in my lune, 0110 n 8 


Both Father, Mother, Siſter, Brother all; 5 1 


And Envy cannot blame me now for this. 


Roch. Thus, let thy Soul into my aten fly; 2 


| That I may feel the ſfroak of Deach fos the, Dre 


And when the fatal Ax hangs: o'er thy Head, 
frike thee Dead; 


Sucen. So, thas.1 is paſt: and: vaniſſi d! But behold: Bxecutin, 
Now I begin to dread 
Enter Diana, with tbe young es __ We omen. 


Ah kind Diaua, wonderful: and good 
The Pity that thou ſhew'(E thy: dying Friend, 
This lixtle One, I bope „ will ave: to pz ax. 


Dian. Ah Royal Mfäreſs! England Elias Sur eee 


Beſt pattern that e er Earth receiv'd from Heavn— 


I need not fear theſe Eyes ſhould ſee you die: 


For e er that time, juſt Grief: ſhall ſtrike me Dead; - 
Or Torrents of the e. Tears will make me Blind. 


Queen, Come, lift har tomy Arms, and * me Kiſs her, 
For 'tis the laſt kind Office you will do me. 
Now let me preſs thy liula Coral Lips e , e 
With my dead pale ones now) Andb ch let me 8 


To break my Reſolution, andiupbraids me. 

That ] muſt leave thee to Father's Bayes 

And yet more Cruel Enemtes:toiboth??- 9 

Leave thee a Lamb, mongſt Wolves; for all who! ve been = 

Thy Mother's Foes, wilk certainly-be:thine, | 
Dian. T ygers, nor Devils! or what's more inhuman ; . 

Envy of Mankind cannot be ſo Curſt. => 
Queen. See, ſee Diana! by my: Wrongs it weeps, 

Weeps like a thing of Senſe, and not a Child, 

Like one well underſtood in &rief: the Tears 

Drop ſenſibly in order down its Cheesʒ 

And drown its pretty Speech: inthoughtful Sorrow. 

Nothing could ſhoot Infections through my Breaſt 

But this; and this has done i — 


Why weeps my Child? Ah, What a Queſtion $ chat! } 
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Dian. Behold! Hhow't ftrives.; and betwixt Tears ud mans, 
If it could form a Language, it would ſpeak. D 
Queen. Strive not for Words, my Child; theſe litfle Drops | | 
Are far more Eloquent than Speech can —.— 8 1 =; 
Be pitiful my Lord; and thou my kind 5 FFF | 
Diana, ever faithful to thy N 85 Ws | 
When I am dead, as ſhortly all 1 1 
Take this poor Babe, and 21 t to the Kin 
Its Lips juſt pregnant with its Mother's. Fondneſs, 
Perhaps hell take her then into his Armsz 
A nd tho' the Favour were to me deny d, 
Steal there a Kiſs of mine: 1 
Say, 'tis the laſt Requeſtof Am — HEY 5 
Worth. Remove The little Princeſs - n 
To her Apartment, where we Ureight will come, 
And wait on her, as is the Queen's Command. : 
Queen. Yet let me hold her but a Moment base, 
And with this Kiſs, that now muſt be my laſt, 11 
Unlock a Secret, which Heav'n dictates do me. 14:70 wi 
If e'er there is a Light that does tranſcend... 
Dark Human ae in the Breaſt of en, 
Fate to foreſee, there is a Light at Death, 
And that now bids me ſpeak. Thou little Child, 
Shalt live to ſee thy Mother's Wrongs 0 er- paid 
In many Bleſſings on thy Woman's State. 
From this dark Calumny, in which L ſet, 8 
As in a Cloud, thou like a Star ſhalt riſe 
And awe the Southe rn World: That holy "SLY 
Who binds all Zxrope with the Yoak of Conkcience, 
Holding his Feet upon the Necks of Kings; 
Thou ſhalt deſtroy, and quite unlooſe his Bonds, 
And lay the Monſter trembling at thy Feet: 
When this ſhall come to paſs, the World ſhall ſee 
Thy Mother s Innocence reviv'd i in thee. 
CEx. Women with the Princeſs Eliz. 
Nor tb. Madam! With greater pain to me than N e 
I'm forc'd to let you know your Brother 8 dead: i 
And that, alas! you mult prepare. 17-0 125 
Been. 'My Lord! 
I thank you, you miſtake your noble Office; J 
It is the Voice of Angels to wrong'd Martyrs; 0 
The ſound of Cherubs trumpeting from Heay * 2a— 
I've heard it ſaid, amongſt our many . 
Beheading is the mildeſt Death of any. 
If it beſo; I thank my Gracious Lord, | 
For I was never us'd 60 pain How 475 you; ? 
North, We cannot wiſh you leſs, ſince Vare to die. 
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And think him as my kindeſt BenefaQtor— _ 


Enough for me, has mounted me to Heavy n ?: 


Fare wel, Diana. Fare xe to you all. TF 


Nor think an undeſerved Death is hard; 


Speak, is the Queen Beheaded? Haſt thou done 


And if the Head's-Man do as 9 . nh Ye Rr ve 
?Twill be no more than tis to drop le e ee 5 


Queen. My Lord, I've but à little Neck; wha . 


Therefore I hope he'll not repeat his Blow; n 
But do it, like an Artilt, at one ſtroke, 


North. There is no fear. He has Paruenht order. he 
Queen. Then let me go; Heavn chides my fond delay— oy 
But tell the King, I ſay it as I juſt 1 
Am going to die; I both forgive, and bleſs him, - 
Firſt from an humble Maid he lifted me NVC 
To Honour; then he took me to his eos 
The higheſt State that I could be on TTT 
And now, as if he thought he ne'er could do gt 


Nerth. Mr, Lieutenant, on, and lead the way. 
Queen, If tis no Sin to skip one Moment now, 


5 Of what belongs to Heav'n; let me remember 
Poor Percy once——Here, take this Innocent Ki" 


, T , 4 * 


A Token to you both Tis thine and We 0.52 Aan 


? 


Dian. A long farewel to all our Sex's Glory, got aire! 


A Queen. Weep not for me; but hear my dying sentence. 
Any that ſhall hereafter fall like me, 30 

Falſly accus'd by wicked Men and Traytors; DP e JSLDOFaY 
Tho' in this World y'are great, in Virtue ſtrong ; : 1 17 Ale kus 108 


Never Blaſpheme, and ſay, that Heav'n does wrong; 


For Innocence is ſtill its own Re ware. 


And when th' Almighty makes a Saint, ſometimes. 
He acts by Contraries, and Villain's Crimes, 1:49 e nile! 
Wmhilſt thus, their Malice, always cheated-1 1 ee e 
And leads us but the neareſt way to Bliſs. [£5131 


\f 


Exit Queen to Execution, with Northumbs cland aus Cars, 
Enter Piercy alone. -— 
a Pier. I dread the horrid Deed is done, or oy 


A doing, elſe what means this ſudden Gloom 


Clad o'er the Morning-Sky, and all Mankind: 


All paſs with Horror by, with frighted Looks and Voice 
L ift up to Heav'n, who ſees and hears in vain; 
Then ſhake their melancholly Heads like Time: 


A general Conſternation ſeizes all, 
As if the Univerſal Empreſs of the World, 
Nature it ſelf were fled with Auna Nullen 


Enter a Geulleman uitb a Handkerchief ſtain d with 2 guere, Blud, 


Haſt thou beheld this great Eclipſe of Virtue? * 


* 
* As 5 


ANNA - BULLEN. 


As T commande ? 

Gen. Sir, when the fat] Wow 1 faw tals, 
Swift, as a Whirl-wind, through the Crowd I cuſh'a, 
And, as the Blood from their rich Veſſels drain d, 

| This Linen with the Sacred Crimſon ſtain'd. 1 
Pier. Give't me! and leave me to my ſelf a Moment? 
Now Sacred Drops, now Heav'nly Nectar, firſt {2 — 
T'll-kiſs, then pledge you with a dying Thirſt l 
What's this! I feel my Soul, bear at my A%«õ⁵t.l... TO by 
And bid me remember now's the time; Ps er 1 Halt? 
Nov to let out Life's Navigable Stream, 
And mix it with this moſt Celeſtial F land, . 
Thus, as kind Rivers to their Ocean run, 
Firſt ll deſcend by juſt degrees to Earth, | + 
Thus on my Knees and wing my Soul to Heaven, [Xneels, 
Where Anna Bullen waits for her Pier r 
And with this Bloody Sign the Pow'rs Implore, 
Like a poor Wretch, Shipwreck'd on ſome lone Shore, 
Who ſpies a Sail far off, waves em his Hand 
To come, and waft him from the Barren Land. 


| Enter Diana. 


Behold the good Diana- -by thoſe Tears, FE 
Something of Horror tis thou haſt to ſay, _ : 0 

5 Dian. Alas! my Lord, what have you done? Sr nn 
„ Vour Wound does bleed afreſh! ! e 5 
Your Looks are alter'd! all thoſe Maſculine Beauties, | . 
That ſhone in your Illuſtrious Face, and made 
The nobleſt brave Epitomy of Mankind, 
Are vaniſh'd on a ſudden, and you hang 5 
Like a pale Carcaſs on my trembling Arms= 
Hah! let me run and call for help — —ITl eien 
Lour Father, fetch the King. Quick, let me 90 

Pier. O bear me to ſome horrid Deſart rather, | 
Where nought but 7ygers, Wolves, and PanLOnrs breed, 
They are more mercitul than King or Parent. 
I feel, like the wrong'd Patriarch, a deſire | 
Jo do ſome fatal Miſchief with Ob þ TREES Do 
Stand by me, and corre& me with thy Virtue, 5 5 DE, 
Elfe I ſhall Joſe the Duty of a Son, . 8 
And Subject do a Raſhneſs to be fam'd for, 5 - 
Pull a a ſhow'r of Curſes on the Heads TORE 
Of this Philiſtin King, and Cruel Father. 
Dian, Still, ſtill your Looks grow Paler, and your Strength. 

Decays! Oh let me call ſome help. Who's there? 
Pier. Grief, like a ſubtle Limb eck, by degrees, 
With (till diffuſion quite diflolves my Heart, 


Ang fteals by drops my Blood and Spirit away. But 
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„ But firl Diana, Il be juſt to the- 15 
| 8 I doubt if I have firength to riſe 286 


She raiſes him apo bis * nees, 
My Father male me vo to be your Husband; . 


| If I here die I kneel that you'd forgive me; ; | 
bee” 5 But if I live, IA keep mz Promiſe to A FEY Lge 
SES Dian: You faint, you fink, you die; ſome Creature help— FE 
Pier. Go, ſtrive to lave the \ Vater of mee 3 
And quench the burning Arn, tis 1 in vain, . i : 
And ſo are Eſculapius Remedies to me- 
L ock, ſeeſt thou this, as long as 1 have TOY Shews ae dine. 
This here, to waft me Oer Death's dreadfal Main, 
I need no Sword, no Poiſon, nor no Pain. 
Dian. What's that I ſee? Your Blood? Your vital Blood! 3 
Pier. Yes! of a Heart far Dearer than W * 
Now, now my Blood, my Crowd of Spirits, all _ - 
Ruſh to behold, and with their Standard fall. 
Dian. Why Rand T here, like Marble made of ata 
"If And run not for the Cure of borh our Lives? 
For ſhou'd I Stay, I ſhall betray my Love . 2 
In dying with him. CExit Diana 228 
Pier. Thus when the Gen'rous Lion ſees the Blood 
Of his once Royal Maſter ſhed, like this, 
. Taking the Lawn, ſtain'd with Imperial ore... 
At firſt he Frowns, and then begins to Baan. 
Laſhes his Sides; his fiery Eye-balls rolls, 
And with his awful V ice Revenge he calls; 
Till finding no Relief, at length he's mute, 
And weeps, Tears falling from the Kingly Brutez 5 
Ihen gently on it, as his Death- bed lies, ale ESO. 
And with a Groan, breaks his ſtout Heart, and * I Dies. 
| Enter Northumberland, and Gentlemen. - 13 


Gent. He's Dead! Alas, he's Dead ! Ware come too late 

North, Here let me fix till my Gray Hairs ſhall root, 

Or turn to Snakes, to plague this aged Head; 

And never more be look d on to upbraid me! 
This is a Puniſhment for what my Eyes 
Unpitying ſaw; and now I feel, dear Piercy, | 

Thy Father's Curſes on his own Head warn, 

And thou art bleſt, and I alas; forlorn. | 


Enter King, Lords, Attendants, and Guards. 


King. Whom mourn'ſt thou over? Whoſe dead 50 ch . pl 
North. 'Tis Piercy's: You, and all good Men ſhou'd Weep, .. 
For you have loſt a faithful Queen, and I a Son. 8 
King. Thy Tongue's too bold! Are all the Traitors Dead: 5 

North. Norris, and Rochford, and the ET; Techs ©, 
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Were all Beheaded ; in one e fatal Hour; — — 
5 
F | 


ANNA BULLEN. 
Yet all the rare not dead. 

King. What mean'ſt thou ? TE TS ont OO. 
Say! Who has 'ſcap'd? - 8 n 

North. The haughty Plane, & Sk he DE: ER 
Her proudeſt 3 of Gold and Jewels,. - £7 
Came to behold their Ends upon the Scaffold, 5 * 
And ſaw em with a Helliſh Cruelty; ” „ 
Till Auna Bullen's Head, lopp'd from her dy, e _ 
The brighteſt Ornament of thav Perſon, fell x 
Upon that wretched Woman 'sKnees, as hee * 
Was ſitting to behold that diſmal fight: 

The Trunkleſs Head, with darting Eyes: beheld ber, 
Making a motion with its Lips to ſpeak\ 
As if they meant t'upbraid her curſed Treaſon. 
When ſtreight the dreadful Accident fo ſtruck her, 
Swift as a Hind ſhe gave a leap, and with . 
A ſudden ſhriek, ſhe ſtarted into Madneſs, 

So fierce, that jult and ſpeedy Death maſt Milo; _— 
Then uttering ſtrange, and horrid Guilty. Speeches, 
In her Diſtraction ſhe accused her ſel, 1 
And Woolſey : Talk®d that the Queen was Innocent; 3 
8 the Letters found within her Cloſet 

Were falſe, and placed by them to ruin her: _ 7 
For which her cruel Ghoſt, ſhe ſaid'did haunt her. . 

King. Where is the Traitor Woolſey E 

North. Fled to Efher. 

King. Go you in Perſon, and ſecure rhe Villain 1 
Many foul Cauſes claim his forfeit Life; DP 
But if I find him guilty in the leaſt, 

Of a Contrivance with this curſed Woman: 


5 (Though the Queen juſtly merited her End) 


111 rack his Soul out with a thouſand' Tortuxes: 

North. erwill be ſome joy to my Revenge and Piercys. 
King. For thy Sons Death, thy King ſhall be 2 Mourner—— 

Now Heaven vouchſafe to pardon Till this time, 

What I by Sycophant's Advice have done, 

TI will be ablolote, and Reign alone: 

For where's a States. man famid for juſt and wile; 

But makes our Failings, ſtill his aim to riſe? 

If Subjects thus their Monarchs Wills reſtrain; 

*Tis they are Kings; for them we idly Reign: 

Then I'll firſt break the Yoke; this Maxim {till 

Shall be my Guide (A Prince can de no I., 

In ſpight of Slaves, his Genius let him, trulty 

For Heaven nefer made a King, Bat made him Juſt [Eveunt ates: 
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FER TUE nee Or, 


But firſt Diana, 1 I'll be juſt to thee 
I doubt ifI have ftrength to riſe in. : e 
She ae bm go bis Knees, 
My Father made me vo to be your Husband; f 5 
If I here die- I kneel that you'd forgive me 5 
But if 1 live, IM keep my Promiſe to you. DN 
Dian: You faint, you fink, you die; ſome Creature kale 
Pier. Go, ſtri ve to lave che Vater of A 
And uench the burning Etna, tis! in vain, VVV 
And ſo are Eſculapius Remedies to me- | = 
Look, feeſt thou this, as long as I have hs Shows ae, 2 
This here, to waft me o'er Death's dreadfa Main, 5 = 
I need no Sword, no Poiſon, nor no Pain. D 
Dian. What's that I ſee? Your Blood? Your vital Blood: Tg 
Pier. Yes! of a Heart far Dearer than my own. 3 
Now, now my Blood, my Crowd of Spirits, all . 
Ruſh to behold, and with. their Standard fall. 
Dian, Why ſtand There, like Marble made of Woe, 
And run not for the Cure 8 borh our Lives? N 
For ſhou'd I Stay, I ſhall betray myLove | 2 
1 n dying with him. | | LExi Diana raming. 
Prer. Thus when the Ger*rous Lion os the Blood. —. 
of his once Royal Maſter ſhed, like this 
Taking the Lawn, ſtain'd with Imperial Gore, 
At firſt he Frowns, and then begins to Roar. 
Laſhes his Sides; his fiery Eye-balls rolls, 
And with his awful Voice Revenge he calls; 
Till finding no Relief, at length he's mute, 
And weeps, Tears falling from the Eingly Brute; 1 
Then gently on it, as his Death- bed lies, 5 r 
And with a Groan, breaks his ſtout Heart, and * Dies. 
Enter Northumberland, and Gentlemen. - | FER Yo 


Gent. He's Dead! Alas, he's Dead ! W'are come too late 
North. Here let me fx till my Gray Hairs ſhall root, 
Or turn to Sakes, to plague this aged Head; 
And never more be look d on to upbraid me! 5 
This is a Puniſhment for what my Eyes 
Unpitying ſaw; and now I feel, dear pr, | 
Thy Father's Curſes on his own Head turn, 
And thou art bleſt, and J alas, forlorn. 


Enter King, Lords, Attendants, and Guards. 


King. Whom mourn'ſt thou over? Whoſe dead Body's OY 85 

North. Tis Piercy's: You, and all good Men ſhou d Weep, . 
For you have loſt a faithful Queen, and I a Son. 

| King. Thy Tongue's too bold! Are all the Traitors Dead? 
North. Norris, and Rochford, and the h Nee 8 
Were all Beheaded in one e fatal Hour; Yet, - 
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ANNA BULLEN. 


Yet all the Fraitors' are not. dead. 
Ling. What mean ſt thou! f | : 
Say! Who has ſcapd? 

North. The haughty Blunt, 8 N 
Her proudeſt roma of Gold and Jewels, 
Came to behold their Ends upon the Scaffold, 
And ſaw em with a Helliſh Cruelty; 
Till Auna Bullen's Head, lopp'd fam her Body, 
The brighteſt Ornament of that Perſon, fell 
Upon that wretched Woman 's:Knees, as ſhe- 
Was litting to behold that diſmal ſight: 


The Trunkleſs Head, with,darting Eyes: beheld her, | 


Making a motion with its Lips to ſpeak, 

As if they meant t\upbraid her curſed Treaſon. 

When ſtreight the dreadful Accident fo ſtruck her, 

Swift as a Hind ſhe gave a leap, and with 

A ſudden ſhriek, ſhe ſtarted into Madneſs, 
So tierce, that juſt and ſpeedy Death muſt follow; 


Ihen uttering ſtrange, and horrid Guilty Speeches, 


In her Diſtraction ſhe accue'd her. ſelf, - 


And Woolſey. Talk'd that the Queen was Innocent; y 


Saying the Fain found within her Cloſet 

Were falſe, and placed by them to ruin ger: 

For which her cruel Ghoſt, ſhe ſaid did haunt her. 
King. Where is the Traitor Woolſey E 

Vorith. Fled to Eſher. 

King. Go you in Perſon, and ſecure the Villain! 2. 
Many foul Cauſes claim his forfeit Lifez 
But if I find him guilty in the leaſt, - 

Of a Contrivance with this curſed Woman: 

( Though the Queen juſtly merited her End) 
1M rack his Soul out with a thouſand Tortufes. 


North. Twill be ſome joy to my Revenge and Piercy's. 


King, For thy Son's: Death, thy King ſhall be a Mourner—— 


Now Heav'n vouchſafe to pardon: Ul this time, 
What I by Sycophant's Advice have done, 

I will be Aloe, and Reign alone: 8 
For where's a States. man fame d for juſt and wiſe; . 
But makes our Failings, ſtill his aim to riſe ? 


Ik Subjects thus their Monarch's Wills reſtrain; 


Ts they are Kings; for them we idly Reign: 
Then II firſt break the Yoke; this Maxim ſtill 

Shall be my Guide (A Prince can do mo TH) 
In ſpight of Slaves, his Genius let him trultz 


For Heaven neter made a «Ring but made him uſt, [ Exennt omnes: 
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* abuſe one Party with a Curſed Play, 


Finding no hopes but here to be undone; _ 
Like a Caſt Miſtreſs, pal her dear Delight, 
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And bribe the other for à large Third Buy. 
Like Gladiators then, you ſtreight reſart; 
And crond to make your Nero- Faction ſport. © 


But what's more ſtrange, that Men of Senſe frowd do it ! 


For Worrying one another, pay the Poet: 


So Butchers at 4 Baiting, take delight, tt. 
For him that keeps the Bears, to Roar and Fig bt; diene ds TRIO, 
| Both Friends and Foes, ſuch Authors make ab 7 Game,” 
Who have your Money, that was all their Aim: : | 
Mo matter for the Play, nor for their Mit, 
The better Farce is Acted in the Pit. 
Both Parties to be cheated well agree, 
And ſwallow any Nonſente, ſoit be, 
With Faction fac'd, and 775 with Loyalty. 
Here's ſuch a Rout with Whis Eging, and with T orying, 
That you neglect your dear-lov 


d Sin of W boring * 
The Viſor-mask , that ventur'd her Half-C romn, 


Turns Godly ſtreight, and goes to Church in ſpiglt; : 
And does not doubt, ſince you are grown ſo mo, 
To find more Cullies i in a Conventicle : | 
We on the Stage ſtand ſtill, and are content, My 


To ſee yon Aft what we {bould Repreſent. © . 
Tos # as like the Women that you Moo; 1 


Tou make us [port, and pay us for it too. 


Well, ware reſolv'd that in our next Play -Bill, 


To Print at large a Tryal of your Skill; 


And that Five Hundred Monſters are to Fight, 


Then more will run to ſee: ſo le, a Sight, 
Than the Morocco, or the 


ſcovite. 


